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A Pal ry ud, ick d Ap, 
4M _—_ of — 10 Name, 
lriſe, ariſe, my Fuggy, my Puggy, 
Doctor without any Stomach, 
{ pox upon thy curſed Life, 
{ reſtleſi Lover I eſpy'd, ; 
Shepherd ſate him under a Thorn, 
in a miſty Morning, 
late Expedition to 2 
{s I came from Tottingham, 
! !ufty. young Smith at by Vice, 
Hail to the Days that merit, 
th cruel bloody Fate, what canſt, 
{s fair Olinda ſitting was, 
il my paſt Life # mine no more, 
51 Chloris awake, 
Alaſs ! my poor tender Heart, 
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| 15 Jockey young and 20. 
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Bleſi Mortals, " the clearing, 
C 


12 liſten good People the whilſt, 
Come my Hearts of Gold, 


Cook Lorrel would need. have the, 
Courtiers, Courtiers, think it no harm, 
Could Man hu Wiſh obtain, 

Czlia that I once was bleſt, 

Come all the Youths whoſe Hearts, 
Come fair one be kind, 


D J D not vou hear, 
Dermot lov'd Shela well and, 


Dolly, come be brick and jolly, 
E 
E in the dawning a, 
F 
F. three Kings, where I, 
Fly merry News among the Crews, 


Farciveel bonny Wully Craig, 
Farewe! the darling Shades I love, 


For Iris I ſigh, and hourly die, 


Fancelia's Heart n ftill the ſame, 

Fly from Olinda young and fair, 

Fooliſh Swain thy Sighs farbear,, 
G 


G Peeple al, I pray give ear, 
God proſper long cur Noble Ring, 
Go tell Amyntor, gentle Swain, 


Hꝰ "__ the Time when free from, 
Happy x the Country Life, 


4 Here 4 Health to thoſe Men, 
F I 


T- L ſing in the Praiſe, if you'll 
T'l! zell you a Story, a Story anon, 
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ny long reſiſted Wully s fierce Deſire, 65 


21MMckey late with Jenny walking, 90 
210 one long for a Muſical Song, 91 
am a Lover, and tn true, 104 
.de been Eaſt, and I have, 106 
441d I am a Cuckold, I care, 108 
10088 every Woman was ferv'd in, 110 
rithee Sweet. heart grant me my, 112. 
2 Summer Time when Flowers, 122 
236 my Delight both Night and, 127 
29 an to the May-Pole away let's run, 145 
33% Ff five, may I never thrive, 169 
't pleaſe you for to hear, 192 
243 our Country, and in your Country, 196 
32 W:ftcad of our Buildings and Caſtles, 200 
33% ſing you a Song of my, 213 
a tender young Maid have been, 216 
2.32: the World can ever a Trade, 219 
the Gardiner's Paradiſe ſweetly, 221 
ogging on from yonder Green, 229 
171: the Shade upon the Grafs, 250 
3088 Courts Ambition kills the Great, 255. 
4088 Paul's Church-yard in London, 263 
14108 never ſaw 4 Face till now, 303 
0488: vain ſhe frowns, in vain, 308 
05s the long Vocation, 317 
49 | 
Are, the lovelieft thing, 25 
gf Kary's 4 Beauty Tag Air, 66 
89 8 
02 Ady, ſweet now do not frown, 80 
Ladies, why doth Love torment you, 82. 
Jin Lordlings to my Story, 85 
55 BL ong have I grieved for to ſee; 86 
41 WLet Monarchs fight for Pow'r, 227 
Let the Soldiers rejoyce, 277 
12 Lovely Laurinda d blame not me, 309 
2 Les Totnam Court and Iſlington, _ 
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M Y Maſters and Friends, and good, 


My pretty Maids fain would I know, 
My Miſtriſs u a Hive of Bees in, 
My Mother ſhe will not endure, 

My Mind to me a Kingdom , 
Maids are grown ſo coy of late, 

My Lord's Son muſt not ** 


OW liſten again te thoſe Things, 
Now Gentlemen ſit you all merry, 
Not long ago as all alcne I lay, 
Now all my Friends are laid in, 
Now fie _ a jealow Brain, 
Nothing than Chloe e er I knew, 
Now every Place freſh __ yields, 


O H London * 4 fine Town, 

Oh the Miller, the duſty, 

Oh, oh lead me, lead me to ſome, | 
One Evening of late before it was dark, 
On Enfield Common, I met a Woman, 


One Sunday after Maſs, Dormet and, 


Oh happy, happy Groves, 
On Brandon Heath, in 1555 of, 


PR lend me your Ear if you've, 

Pan leave piping, the Gods have, 
Prithee Friend leave off thy thinking, 
Pillycock, came to my Lady's Toe, 
Poor Cleonice thy Garlands tear, 


Ome Chriſtian People all give ear, 
Since Pop'ry of late ſo much, 
Some Tears of late in Eighty Eight, + 

Shall I waſting in Deſpair, 
Some Fives are good, and ſome, 


My Maſters and Friends, and good, 
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Tm wiſhing, ſtill deſiring, 
ling Phillis has an Air fo, 
e mighty Love, oh __ 


7 
o' it may ſeem rude, 

"8 There was an Old Woman, 
bunt the Fox # an old Sport, 
Were was a Maid the other Day, 

20 bootleſs I muſt needs complain, 
y ſay the World is Full of Pelf, 
re was a Lady in the North, 
re was a Laſs in Cumberland, 
Mit hath long beholden been, 
Beard thick or thin, 

is is a Structure fair, 

ere were two Bumpkins lov d, 
charming Czlia's Arms I flew, 
ere was a Man, a Shentleman, 
find my Tom of Bedlam, 

e Devil he was ſo Weather beat, 


12688: Weather's too bleak now, 

139 0 eſe London Wenches are ſo ſtout, 
2% ere lately was a Maiden fair, 
ere is one black and ſullen, 

| 1 08Þre: werry Lads met at the Roſe, 
44 Wc Fire of Love in youthful Blood, 


bo the Pride of my Paſſion fair, 
hurſday in the Morn, - 
be mighty State of Cuckoldom, 


79 Wake not the firſt Refuſal ill, 
11 U 
37 Pon a Time I chanced to walk, 


Upon the Wings of * my, 


32 Ven rich Men die, whoſe Purſes, 

Mill you pleaſe to give ear a while, 
20 Ven Ie came firſt to London Town, 
31 ar the I am 4 Country Laſs, 
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Was ever a Man ſo vext with, 
What Creature's that with his, 
While the Citizens prate, 

Women are wanton, yet cunningly, 
What if Betty grows old, 

What's a Cuckold, learn of me, 
When Sawney firſt did wooe me, 
What need we take care for, 

Well Tl ſay that for Sir William, 
What ſhall I do to ſhew how, 
Why does the Morn in Bluſhes riſe, 
When Aurelia firſt I courted, 
Whilſt Europe is alarm'd with, 
When Troy Town for ten Years Wars, 
Why ſhould we boaſt of Lais, 

When Cupid from his Mother fled, 
When I ſee my Strephon uiſe, 


Our Courtiers ſcorn we Country, 
Tou Maidens and Wives, 
Toung Phaon ſtrove the Bliſs to taſte, 
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VOL IV. 


bree Children Sliding on the TH AMES. 


Tune C nivy-Curase. 


3 8m = 
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DOME Chritian peo le all give Ear 
8 6 Unto the Grief of us, 

Caus d by the Death of three Children hou, 
Dil The which it happen'd thus. 


5 vor. 1v. B and 
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an Acgident 


there beſel 
of. 


And: , 
y 4 wer's Son; 
W bo to ſaw Chips his ſharp Ax lent, | 


Woe worth the time, may Lon — 


Nay Lenden ſay, Wee worth the Carpenter, 
And all ſuch Blockhead Fools; 
Would he were hang' d up like a Serpent here, 
For Jeſting with Edge Tools. 


RE, 


For into the Chips there fell a ſpark, 

Which put out in ſuch Flames; 

That it was known into Southwark, 
Which lives beyond the 7hame:. 


For lo the Bridge was wondrous high, . 
With Water underneath ; 

O'er which as many Fiſhes fly, 
As Birds therein do Breath. 


And yet the Fire conſum'd the Bridge, 
Not far from place of Landing ; 
And tho' the Building was full big, 
It fell down Notwithſtanding. - 


And eke into the Water fell 
So many Pewter Diſhes; | 
That a Man might have taken up very well 
Both Boyl'd, and Roaſted Fiſhes. , 


And thus the Bridge of Lenden Town, 
For Building that was ſumpruous; © 
Was all by Fire half Burnt down, 

For being too contemptuous. 


And thus you have all but half my Scng, 
Pray liſt to what comes after ; 
For now I have Cool'd you with the Fire, 
Til Warm you with the Water. 


Firis to Parge Malanchoh. 


II tell you what the River's Name is, 
Where theſe Children did ſlide ; 

t was fair London's ſwiſteſt Thames, 
That keeps both Time and Tide 's. 


All on the Tenth of Janne, 
To Wonder of much People 3 

Twas Frozen o'er that well would bear: 
Almoſt a Country Steeple, 


ree Children 5 
Upon a place too | 
Net ſo at Han! it did fall out, 


That they did all fall In. 
A great Lord there was that laid with che King, 
And with the King great Wager makes; 


But when he ſaw he could not Win, 
He Sigh'd and would have drawn Stakes. 


He ſaid it would bear a Man for to ſlide, 
And laid a Hundred Pound ; 

The King ſaid it would break, "and ſo it did, 
For Three Children there were Drown'd. 


Of which One's Head was from his Shoulder — 
Ears ſtricken whoſe Name was John; 


Who then Cry'd our as loud as he cou'd, 
O Lon-a Lon-8 "London. 


O tut-tut-turn from thy Sinful Race | 

Thus did his Speech decay; F 
I Wonder that in ſuch a Cafe, 

He had no more to ſay. 


And thus being drown'd — a-lack, 


The Water ran down. roars 5 
And ſtops their B urs by the Clock, 
Before they could get ay 1 Boats. 
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ve Parents all that Children have, v 
And ye that have none yet; | E 
Preſerve your Children from the Grave, y 


And teach them at Home to ſit. —— of 


For had theſe at a Sermon been, 
Or elſe upon Dry Ground; 


Why then 1 would never have been ſeen, 
If that they had been Drown'd. 


Even as a Huntſman ties his Dogs, 
For fear they ſhould go from him; 

So tie your Children with Severities Clog, 
Untie em, and you'll undo m. 


God Bleſs our Noble Parliament, I. 
And rid them from all Fears; | [ 
God Bleſs th' Commons of this Land, u 
And God Bleſs ſome o'th' Peers. q 


* — 
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Part, Porter's Farewel, Jo the ſame Tune, 
G ON Wwe le all, I pray give Ear, | 
* 


Words concern ye much; 
t a Hector's Life, 
od ye be not ſuch. 


I will re 
Pray 


There was a Gallant in the Town, 
A Brave and Jolly Sporter; 

Ther was no Lady in the Land, 
But he knew how to Court her. 


His Perſon Comely was and Tall, 
More Comely have been few Men; 
Which made him well belov'd of Men, 
But more beloy'd of Women, 


W woWwh,nH7979v 
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beſides all this, I can you tell, 
That he was well Endowed. 

Vith many Graces of the Mind, 
Had they been well beſtowed. 


le was as Liberal as the Sun, 
His Gold he freely ſpent; 
Fhether ir were his own Eſtate, 
Or that it were him lent. 


or Valour he a Lyon was, 

I ſay a Lyon bold; 
or he no Living Man did Fear, 
That Sword in Hand did hold. 


And when that he wich glittering Blade,: . 
Did &'er aſſail his Foes, + ö 
ull well I tro, they did not miſs 
Their Belly full of Blows. 


French Man once aſſaulted him, 
And told him that he Ly d) 
or which with Quart-pot he im flew, 

And ſo the French Man Dy'd. 


ine. Mrnree Danes , Six Germany, and Five Swreder, 


Mer him in Lane of Drury; 
Who cauſe they took of him the Wall, 
He Kill'd them in his Fury. 


n his Body wells ” 
Full man 1 Scar — 

is Skin did look like Sattin Pinck d, 
With Gaſhes many a Score. 


Dh! had he loſt that Noble Blood 
For Country's Liberty ; 
V here could all Eng/end then have found _ 
So Brave a Man as he? _ 10 


1 P11 1s t6 nb 


But Woe is me theſe Virtues great, 
Were all Eclips'd with Vice; 

Juſt ſo the Sun that new Shines bright, 
Is darkn'd in a Trice. 


For he did Swagger, Drink and Game, i 
Indeed what would he not ; 

His Pſalter and his Catechiſe 1 
He utterly forgot. | 


But he is gone, and we will let - 

No more of him be ſaid; 

= - bh tis _—_— for to o revent 
ices of the Dead 


Beſides we have ſome c#tfe to chin 
That he may ſcape Tormenting ; 
For the Old Nurſe that Watch'd with him, 
Did ſay he Dy'd Repenting. 


UM SL TLI DI LIL LIL 2G 5 >" 
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The Second PART, 


Arewel Three Kings, where I have eat | 
Full many an 1405 Hour; 


Where oft I Won, but-never Loſt, 
If 'twere within my Power, 


Where the __ Giltarits I did chuſe, 


Like any ao gk 
But — * cannot — | 


Who'll cruſt me for a Cofha 


Fare wel my deareſt Pial auh, 

Notorious for great Dinners; 

Oh what a Tennis- Court was there ! 
Alas! too good for Sinners. 


"hes to Purge Melanchoh, 


arewel . where I us'd 
To Piſs re the Ladies ; 
oor Souls! Who'll be their Hector now, 


And get 'em pretty Babies. 


arewel the Glory of Hide-Park, 
Which was to me ſo dear; 

Ih, ſince I can't enjoy it more, 
Would I were Buried there. 


arewel Tormenting Creditors, 
Whoſe Scores did fo Perplex me; 
ell! Death I ſee for ſomething's good, 
For now they'll ceaſe to vex me. 


arewel true Brethren of the Sword, 


All Martial Men aud Stout; 
arewel dear Drawer at the Fleece, 


I cannot leave thee out. 


by Time draws on, I now muſt go, 

rom this Beloved Light ; 

Remember me to pretty Sus, 

And ſo dear Friends Nighe. 
ith that on Pillow low he laid 


His Pale and Drooping Head; 
d ſtreight e er Cat could lick her Ear, 
Poor Phily he was Dead. 


ow God bleſs all that will be Bleſt, 
God bleſs the Inns of Court; 

And God bleſs D' 4venant's Opera, 
Which is the Sport of Sports. 


£ P1its fo Purge Melanchoh. 


On theD EAT H of Jo. Wright. 


| To the ſame Tune. / 
WHE N Rich Men Die, whoſe Purſes fwell 0 
With Silver and with Gold; = 
They ſtraight ſhall have a Monument, I 
ir Memories t'uphold. 
Yet all that Men can ſay of them, "< 
They lived fo unknown ; } 
Is but to write upon their Tomb, , 
Here lieth ſuch a one. 
When Joſeph Wright, who Dyed Poor : 
E (Tho' Simon was his Porter) | : 
Shall Die as if he ne'er had been, f 
And want his Worth's Reporter. | 
Full many a Cann he often Drank, 1 
In Fleet-freet in the Cellar; =_— T7 
Vet he muſt unremember'd Die, - 


Like ſome baſe Fortune-teller. 


He made the Ballad of the Turk, ; 
And Sung ir in the Street; b | 1 
And Shall he Die, and no Man heed it? 1 
No Friends, it is not meet. ü 


He lived in a Garret high, | 
Not much below the . . 
And ſball he Die, alaſs poor Je, 
Unknown unto the People. | 


He had a Dog, his Name was Trot, 
Th' Dog with him did 1ye; | 

Shall 704i: Live for his Dog's ſake, | 
And J negleQed Die? 


He 
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He had no Curtains to his Bed, 

But yet for t'other Quart: 8 
oin he would find, and ſhall he Die 
And no Man lay't to Heart? 


le hated all the Female Sex, 

Who knew his private Grudge; 

\nd muſt he therefore Die forgot? 
L leave the World to Judge. | tex? 4 


it. 


ach Term he ask'd his Father Bleſſing. 
On bended Knee demurely ; 

ho then did give him Shillings Ten, 
And muſt he die Obſcurely ?- 


o, Jo, I'll bid Peace to thy Bones, 
Tho' they were Sick and Craſie; 

nd muſt be quite made New again, 
Before that Heaven can raiſe thee. 


1 
* 


\nd ſince thou'tt gone, and there is none 

Who knoweth where to find thee; 

N nx this Truth upon thy Name, ö 2A 
Thou didſt leave Wit behind thee. | ' 


it that ſhall make thy Name to laſt, 

When Tariton's Jeſts are Rotten; | 

nd George-a- green, and Mother: Bunch | 4 
Shall all be quite forgotten. N | 


ow if you ask where Jo is gone, 
You think I cannot tell; 

Dh he is Bleſt, for he was Poor, ' y I dn / 
And could not go to Hell. | [ | { 


But for his Father, Rich in Bags, 
The Devil ought to have him; 
hat took no Care of ſuch a Son, 
Till 'rwas too late to ſave him. 


, Us 
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The PALPHRY: q 


AFasre, To the ſame Tune. 


A Palphry Proud, prick d vp whh Pride, 
ent Prancing on the Way; 
By chance a Mill-horſe he eſpy'd, 
At whom he gan to Neigh. 


And ſcornfully with great Diſdain 
The Palphry he ſtood till ; 

And laughed at the ſilly Horſe 

Which carry'd Sacks to Mill. 


Stand back, quoth he, thou moyling AB, 
e 1 

Give place to me, thy Lord, to paſs, 
Thou Drudge and toiling Hind. 


And with theſe Words he flung his Heels, 
And by the Mill-Horſe paſs'd ; 

To whom the ſilly Jade in Field, 
Did thus reply ar laſt. ; 


Well, Well, quoth he, with mourntul Mind, 
Full little know'ſt thou den | 

Fer that thou come unto thy End, 
Who on thy Back ſhall fic. 


When I was Young, as thou art now, 
Full little did I Care; 

And never thought upon theſe Sacks, 
Which now to Mill J bear. 


I could both Manage, Stop and Turn, 
Curvet, and bravely Fling ; 
At Tilts and Turnaments I ferv'd, 


- Likewiſe to Run a Race at Ring. 
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en was I fed with Corn and Hay; 
And had each thing of Will; 

t when my — did wear away, 
I ſold was to the Mill. 


d thou which proudly here doſt Prance, 
And giv'ſt no Man the Way ; 

little doſt thou know how ſoon 

Thou ſhalt come to decay. 


y Maſter's Stable is no Grange, 
Boaſt not therefore of Strength; 
t not ſo Conſtant is by chance, 
As thou ſhalt find at length. 


cephalu upon his Back 

Mighty Monarch bore ; | 

hen he had ſpent his freſh green Youth, 
The Dogs his Fleſh did Tear. 


Horſe, a Hound, a Hawk, a Man, 
Serve but their Youthful Prime; 
erefore take heed if thou be Wile, 
Lay hold while it is Time. 


uſt not then to after Wou'ds, 

ape not for had I liſt; 
n Birds on Wing are not ſo good | 
\s One upon the Fiſt. | = 


1th ſtore of Shells in Peaſe-cod time, 
eſure thou ſhalt be Fed; 

ith fair Words and ſweet ones too, 

Beſure thou ſhalt be led. 


d when thy Strength does wear away 
And Beauty 'gins to fade; D 

way then with this Doating Afs,.. 

He ſervech for the Spade. 
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Lo here you luſty Jads to learn, 5 

s ee 

| t Younglings ſpend t 
Not thinking be Old, FT 


Therefore hoiſt not your Sails too high, 
Diſdain nor ſimple Will ; | 

For many a ſturdy Horſe e'er now, 
Hath carried Sacks to MilL 


böosnseseesssesessesesseseee 


The Royal REGIMENT. 
By Jo. Haynes. 


1 

N 

A 

JEE Sing inthe Praiſe, if you'll lend but an Far, Wl H 

Ot the fierce Royal Regiment, but don't think I. Je I 
For Io and proteſt; they re as brave Men and willi 

As eyer Old Reme bred, or New Jnickilling. 4 1 


Lon 
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od, had you but ſeen em March with that Decorum, 
hat - Roman . bod oy go before em; 

me neces, ome ng, all meaning no Harm, 
ike Twkſhire Attorneys, coming up to the Term. 1 


)n Long-tails, on Bob- tails, on Trotters and Pacers, 
dn Pads, Hawkers, Hunters, on Higlers and Racers; 
 ou'd have ſworn Knights and Squires, Prigs, Cactelat, 

(and. Panders, 
ppear'd all like ſo many brave Alexanders. 


[hoſe Warriours who through all Dangers muſt go, 
{oſt bravely deſpiſing Blood, Battle and Foe ;. 

as Mounted on Steeds the laſt Lord-Mayors Day, 
rom Turky, Spain, Barbary, Coach, Cart and Dray. - 


Twas that very Day their high Proweſs was ſhown, 
n guarding the King thro” the Fire-werks 0'th Towng 
ho' Sparks were Unhorſt, and their lac'd _ _ 
* 1 
et they dreaded no Squibs,from Man, Woman, or Child; 


The Cornet whoſe Noſe, tho' it ſpoke him no Reman, 
Was Mounted that Day on a Horſe fearing no Man 
lo wonder, for all o'er his Trappings Sons, 
He ty'd Squibs and Crackers ; twas mighty Preſump» 
| (tuous. 


But mark his Deſign, Faith 'tis worth your Admiri 

Twas to let the Queen ſee hew his Hoxſe wou' d ſtan 
| (Firiag.; 

Not wiſely conſidering Her Majeſty's Marry'd, 

And he had been Hang'd, had ſome Body Miſcarry'd. 


All Hearts true as Steel, but of all the brave Fellows, 
The Scriv'ner for my Money, who was ſo Zealous; 

He ſent fos the Leaſe of his own Houſe from Home, 
To make out a Cov'ring for the Troop's Kettle- Drum. 


The Lieutenant Colonel being thrown by a Cennet, 
His Son-in-Law fancying ſome Treachery in it; 2 
ave 


* 


Iv 
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= Gave the Horſe the Oats, which the Beaſt took they ſay, 
= Bur Swore by the Lord they went dow. like chopt 


So doubting, as well he might, his Loyalty; 
He made him to Eat with his Oats Gunpewdero, 
And Prance to the Tune of Old Zily-burlere, 


The Tub-preaching Saint was fo Zealous a Blade, 
In Jack. Boots day & night he Sleep'd,Preach'd & Pray'd 
To call em to Prayers he needs no Saints Bell, 2 
Tor Gingling his Spurs Chimes em in all as well. 


A Noble ſtout Scriv'ner who now ſhall be Nameleſs, 
That in Day of Battle he might be found Blameleſs; 
A War-Horſe of Wood of a Dutch Carver buys, 

To learn with more ſafety the Horſe Exerciſe. 


CW Gus <: 


With one Eye on's Honour, the other on Gain, 

He fixes a Desk on Bucephalw's Main; 

That ſo by this means he his Prancer 8 
Might practice at once both his Writing and Riding. 


But Oh the ſad News that their Jo quite confeunds, 
To Ireland their own like the laſt Trumpet Sounds; 
Lord, Lord how this ſet them to writing Petitions, 
And thinking of nothing but Terms and Conditions. 


Ah! who'll March for me? Speak any that dare, 

Here's a Horſe & a Hundred Pound for him, that's fair; 
Dear Courtier excuſe me from Teague-land and Slaughter, 
Andrakew hichyou pleaſe, Sir, my V Vifeor my Daughter, 


Some feign'd themſelves Lame, ſome feign'd wy 
| | ( apt, 
At laſt finding all themſelves by themſelves Trägt; 
The King moſt unanimouſly they Addreſt, 

And told him the Truth, ir was all but a Jeſt. 


AJeſt, quoth the King, and with that the King Smil'd, 
Come it ne er ſhall be (aid that a good Jeſt was Ipod; 


'T hervs 
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gerefore I diſmiſs you, in Peace all depart, 
"els mort Your Coodarks, chan our deſert, 


ſay, 


s being deHver ' from th redious Veration, 
4 of this or that Nation 


ey Kiſs'd Royal Fiſt, and were Drunk all for Joy, 
en broke all their Swords, and ery'd, Vue le Rey. 


SSN KSSSEIB-SEBELSY 


Sad and lamentable Account of an unhappy 
Accident that befel a young Gentleman, by a 
Fall from bis Horſe, whereby be moſt dange. 
rouſly burt bis Noſe and Chin. The Words by 


Mr. FiSHBURN, 


O ME liſten, good People, the whillt I relate, 
. An Accident moſt Untortunate, enn 
Jof a Horſe, and a Gentleman, and a fad Fate, 


i Which no Body can deny. 


Then 
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Then firſt of the Firſt, ſuys the Country Parſon, Nu 
It was a Mad Beaſt as e er was clap'd Arſe on, 
And he. would Run furiouſly like a Mers on, 

Which no Body, &C. | 


It, was not a Horſe, nor a Mare, but a.Gelding, 

A Run-away Beaſt that will not be held in, 

To ſay the Truth, 'twas a very Heilding, 
Which no-Body, &C. 


To tell you his Colour, his Age, or his Feature, 

At what he was Rated, or what was his Stature, 

Why Faith 'twould-be ſomething beſides our Matt 
Which 19 Body, &c. 


But now to Proceed ſomething faſter; 

And tell you the Cauſe of this ſad Diſaſter, 

Ay, and how this Horſe did ſerve his Maſter, 
Which no Body, &c. | 


As this Horſe and his Maſter were going to Bed,. 
(The Maſter and Horſe, I ſhould have ſaid) 

. Away ran this Horſe as if he had fled, 

Which no Body, &c. 


Onwards went Pegaſſis, there let him Stray, 

Off went the Gentleman, there let him Jay, 

For this Beaſt had not the good Manners to ſtay, . 
Which no Body, &c. 


e 
Then an angry Charioteer did approach, (Coact 
Wich a Pox take your Worſhip; you have ſpoil'd tt 
Which was before as Sound as a Roach, 
Which no Body, &c. 


Nut the Lady in milder Terms did begin, 

With alaſs good Gentleman, pray have him in, 

Lord how he has hurt his Noſe and his Chin, 
Which ng Body, &c. mor 


. 
o 
* % 
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when they had ſit him down in à Chair, 

all of his Life began to deſpair, 8 
-ngth they did venture to put up this Prayer, 
hich no Body, &c. 


ou that Preſery'ſt s at Bed and Board, 
help to this Dying Man afford, 

ur Squire we fer is as Drunk as @ Lord, 
hich no Body, &c. | 


hen came a Couple, I took 'em for Dray-men, 
they prov'd a Brace of your Pray ing Lay- men, 
one cry'd God Bleſs him, the other cry'd Amen, 

hich no Body, &c. f 


n a Pox of your Pray ing, crys out a Painter, 

eſs you had a prevailing Saint here, 
Winning's enough to make a Man faint here, 

hich ns Boay, &c. * 


n Firſt he did wiſely Examine his Skull, 
Legs and his Arms he next did pull, e 
ich made this Calf roar out like a Bull, 

hich no Boay, &c. b 


Portſmouth there lately did Land an Hemburgeen, 
o Eat Pickl'd , and rook it for Sturgeon, 

e had a Painter inſtead of a Surgeon, 

hich no Body, &c. | 


then came a Lawyer to make up the round, 

| he to the Purpoſe a Proverb had found 

that's Born to be Hang'd ſhall never be Drown'd 
hich no Body, Ke. 


en come ſome Old Women to make up the Ditty, 
th alas good Gentleman, Faith 'twas a Pit. 
was the Prettieſt Man in all the City, ; 
hich ne Body can dax. * 


„ 


The 
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The TRIMMER. 
W the ſame Tune, 


Rey lend me your Ear if you've any to ſpare, 
P You that love — ooah as you hare 
mon Pr 

That can in a Breath, Pray, Diſſemble and Swear. 


Which no Body can deny, deny; which no Bady can deny. 


I'm firſt on the wrong-ſide, and then on the right, 

To Day I'm a Jack, and to Morrow a Mite, 

I for either King Pray, but for neither dare Fight, 
Which no Body, &c. 


Sometimes I'm a Rebel, ſometimes Pm a Saint, 
Sometimes I can Preach, and at other times Cant; 
There is notfing but Grace I thank God that I wat 

Which no Body, &c. 5 


Old Babylon's Whore, I cannot endure her, 
I'm a Sanctify'd Saint, there's none can be Purer, 
For Swearing I hate like any Non-Juror. 

Which no Body, &c. 


Of our Gracious King iam I am a great Lover 

Yet I fide with a Parry that Prays for another, 

I'd drink the _ Hat, take it one way or t'c 
Whith no Body, &c. 


8 I creep like a Snail to the Meeting. 
Where Sighing I fit, and fuch forrowful Greeting, 
Makes me hate a long Prayer and two hours Pratin 

Which noe Body z &c. 
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then I ſing Pſalms as if never weary, 4 
I muſt confeſs, when I'm Frolick and Merry; 

e Muſick I find in A Boat to the Fry. 

hich no Boay, &c. 


n pledge ev ry Health my Companions drink round, 

n lay, Heaven Bleſs, or the Devil Confound ; a 
hold with the Hare, and run with the Hound. 
rhich no Body, &c. 


Pray for-a ibeg, and Curſe an Arch-Deacon, 
n ſeem very forry that Charles Taken; 
n any thing ſay to ſave my own Bacon. 

bich no Body, &c. 


etimes for a good Common-wealths I am wiſhing; 
Oliver, Oliver, give us thy Bleſſing, | 
in troubted Waters now I love Fi ſhing. 

hich no Body, &c. . x 


e Times are fo tickliſh I yow and profeſs, 

now not which Party or Cauſe to embrace; 

ſide with thoſe to beſure that are leaſt in 
ich no Body, &c. 


„ With the Jack I rejoyce that Savey's defeated, | 
th the Whigs I ſeem pleas'd he fo bravely R d. 
iends and Foes are by me both equally tc 
Vhich no Body, &c. "7-0 


ch Party yon ſee, is thus full of great Hope, 

* 2 tome for the Devil and ef tbe rhe Pope, 
d I am for afty thing, but for x Nope. | 
Which we Bvdy ta dey, & c. 
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The Curt-Purss. By B. JOHNSO | 


— —— E —— — — — - -+ 
a | ——_—_ 
: 57 
ED 


Y Maſters and Friends, and good People draw ne 
VI And look to your Purſes, for that I do ſay, 
And tho' little Money in them you do wear, 
It coſt more to get than to loſe in a Day ; 

You oft have been told, 

The Young and the Old, 
And bidden beware of the Cut-purſe ſo bold ; 
Then if you take heed not, free me from the Curſe, 
Who give you fair Warning for and the Cut-purſe. 
Youth, Youth, thou had'ft better been ſtarv'd at Nurſe, 
Wen for to be hang d for cutting 4 Purſe. 
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h been_upbraided to Men of my Trade, 

at ofr-times we are the Cauſe of this Crime, 

k and for pity, why ſhould ir be faid ? 

if they regarded the Place or Time: 
Examples have been, 
Of ſome that were ſeen, 

eftminſter-Hall, E the Pleaders between: 

why ſhould the Judges be free from this Curſe, 
than my poor ſelf, for cutting the Purſe ? 
uth, Youth, &. 


weeſfter tis known well, and even i'ch' Jayl, 
Knight of good worth did there ſhew his Face, 
nſt the ſmall Sinner in rage for to rail, 
ad loſt 1pſe Facto, his Purſe i'th' Place; 
Nay, even from the Seat 
Of Judgment ſo great, 
de there did looſe a fair Purſe of Velvet, 
ord for thy Mercy, how wicked or worſe, 
thoſe that ſo venture their Necks for a Purſe ? 
th, Youth, &c. | 


plays and at Sermons, and at the Seſſions, 
is daily their Practice ſuch Booties to make; 
under the Gallows at Executions, 

hey ſtick nor, but ſtare about Purſes to take: 

Nay, once without Grace, 

At a better place, 
ourt, and at Chriftmaſ; before the King's Face: 
k then for pitty muſt I bear the Curſe, 

t only belong to the cunning Cut-purſe ? 
wth, Youth, &c. 


oh you vile Nation of Cut-purſes all, 
elent and Repent, and amend, and be ſound, 
| know that you ought not by honeſt Mens Fall, 
o advance your own Fortunes, to die above Ground; 
And tho'. you go Gay, 
ſe, In Silks, as you may, ** 
e. not the High-way to Heaven (they ſay). 
c, nt, then Repent ye for better for worſe, 
d Kiſs not the Gallows for Cutting a Pure. 
wh, Nouth, &c. 


OR Ee ——_—_— 
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The MAI DE N's Longing. Tothe ſi 


Tune. 


A Maiden of late, 
Whoſe Name ſweet Kate, 
She dwelt in Londen near Alderſgate; 
Now liſt to my Ditty, declare it I can, 
She would have a Child, without help of a M 


To a Doctor ſhe came, 
A Man of Great Fame, 
Whoſe deep Skill in Phyſick Report did proclain 
Quoth ſhe, Mr Doctor ſhew me if you can, 
How I may Conceive without help of a Man, 


Then liſten, quoth he, 

Since ſo it muſt be, 

This wondrous ſtrange Med'cine I'll fhew preſent 
Take Nine Pound of Thunder, Six Legs of a 
And you ſhall Conceive without help of a 


The Wool of a Frog, 
The Juice of a Log, b 
Well Parboil'd tegether in the Skin of a Hog, 
With the Egg of a Moon Calf, if get you can, 
And you ſhall Conceive without help of-a M 


The Love of falſe Harlots, 

The Faith of falſe Varlots, 
With the Truth of Decoys that walk in their Sca 
And the Feathers of a Lobſter well fry'd in al 
And you ſhall conceive without help of a Mat 


Nine drops of Rain, 

Brought hither from Spain, 
With the blaſt of a Bellows quite over the Main, 
With — Goat of Brimſtone Brew'd in a Beer 
And you Conceive without help of a Mag, 


33 
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Six Pottles of Lard, 
| Squeez'd from a Rock hard, | 
Nine Turkey Eggs, each as long as a Yard, 
ith a Pudding of Hail-ftones well bak'd in a Pan, 
d you ſhall Conceive witho.rt help of a Man. 


Theſe Med'cines are good, 

And approved have ſtood, | 
remper'd together with a Pottie of Blood, 
ueez d from a Graſhopper and the Nail of a Swan, 
o make Maids Conceive without help of a Man. 


6. f. 
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onthe PYR A MI D. By Mr. Ratcliffe. 
To the firegoim Tune. 


( near, 
Y Maſters and Friends, and good People draw 
For here's a New Sight which you mult not eſ- 


(cape, 


| 


ately young Fabrick that coſt very dear, 
enown'd for ſtrait — and Barbary ſhape; 
can, A Pyramid much high'r, | 
Than a Steeple or Spire, ; 
which you may gueſs there has been a Fire. 
4 London 25 better have built New Burdello's, 
encourage She-Traders and Iufly Young Fellows. 


ſooner the City had let their old Houſes, 
But they ſet up this Monument wonderful tall; | 
0 when Chriſtians were Burnt, as Foxplainly ſhews us, 
There was nothing ſet up but his Book in the Hall. 
: And yet theſe Men can't 
an In their Conſcience but grant, 
at a Houſe is unworthy compar'd to a Saint. 
L %% London, &c. 
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The Children of Men in erecting old Babel, 
To be ſaved from Water did only deſire: 

So the City preſumes that this young one is ab! 
When occaſion ſhall ſerve, to ſecure them from 

Blowing up when all's done 

oF Preſerves the beſt Town, 

But this Hieroglyphic will ſoon be blown down, 
Ah London, &c. 


Some ſay it reſembles a Glaſs, fir for Mum, 
And think themſelves Witty by giving Nick-r 
An Extinguiſher too tis fancied by ſome, 
As ſet up on purpoſe to put out the Flames, 
But what ever they ſhall 
This VVorkmanſhip call, 
Had it never been thought on thad been a 8 
Ah London, &C. | 


Some Paſſengers ſeem to ſuſpect the grave City, 
As Men not ſo wiſe as they ſhou'd be, or fo; 
And oftentimes ſay, tis a great deal of pity 
So much Coin ſhou'd be ſpent, and ſo little to 
Bur theſe Men ne'er ſtop 
To pray for going up, | 
For all that's worth ſeeing, is when y'are a-top. 
Ah London, &c. | 


But O you proud Nations of Citizens all, 
Supgolog y had rear'd but only one Stone, 
And on it Engrav'd a ſtupendious Tale, © 
Of a Conflagration the like was ne'er known: 
Ir had been as good 
T'have humour'd the Croud, 
And then y'had prevented their Laughing aloud. 
Ah London th'adft better have built New Burdello 


' Y* encourage She-Traders, and laſty Young Fillows, 


a 
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On the Lovely Mrs, K. W. 


Ate, the lovelieſt thing 
That e'er was form'd by Nature, 
Flora i'th* pride of Spring, 
n: Ne'er wore ſo ſweet a Feature. 


Her Air, her Port, her Mien, 

; Her Lips, her Eyes, Complexion, 

ello Had Jove when on Earth, but ſeen, 

He had doted to Perfection. 

With Kiſſes and Bliſſes one's drown'd,. ,.. * 
In Seas of liquid Pleaſure; 1 ry 

Such ſtore of Riches there I found. 


She's ah endleſs Mine of Treaſure. 
FIL. IV. C The 


Ul 
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The GRE E N- GO WN. 


4s leave Piping, the Gods have done Feaſting, 
There's never a Goddeſs a Hunting to Day: 
Mortals marvel at Coridon's Jeſting, 
That gives the aſſiſtance to entertain May. 


The Lads and the Laſſes, with Scarfs on their Faces, a 
So lively as paſſes; trip over the Downs: (real 
Much Mirth and Sport they make. running at Barl { - 


Lord what haſte they make for a Green-gown ! 


John with Gillan, Harry with Frances, 

Meg and Mary, with Robin and Wit, 
George and Margery lead all the Dances, 

For they were reported to have the beſt Skill: 
But Cicily and Nancy, the faireſt of many, 

That came laſt of any, from out of the Towns, 
Quickly got in among the midſt of all the Throng, 
They fo much did long for their Green-gowns. 


W 
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anton Deborah whiſſ with Derothy, . 
That ſhe would wink upon Richard and Sym, 
incing Maudl in ſhew'd her Authority, 
And in the Quarrel would venture a Limb. 

But Sibel was ſickly, and could not come quickly, 
And therefore was likely to fall in a Swoon, 
v8 would not tarry for Tom, nor for Harry, 

Leſt Chriſtian ſhould carry away the Green-gows. 


» —— - Y 


anch and Bettrice, both of a Family, 

Came very lazy lagging behind ; 

miſe and Aimable noting their mn | 

Cupid is cunning, although he be blind: 

But my the V ieey, thar came from the City, 
VVith Parnel the Pretty, and Beſſe the Brown; 

lem, Joan, and Iſabel, Sue, Alice and bonny Nel, 

Travell'd exceedingly for a Green-gown. 


ow the Youngſters had reach'd the green Meadow, 
VVhere-they intended to gather their May, M 
Some in the Sun-ſhine, ſome in the Shadow, 
Singled in Couples did fall to their Play ; 
But conſtant Penelope, Faith, Hope and Charity, 
Look'd very modeſtly, yet they lay down; 
nd Frudente prevented what Rache 
And Rote was contented to take 


gown. 


Then they deſired to know of a truth, : 

I all their Fellows were in the like Cafe, *' 

tm Call'd for Ede, and Ede for Ruth, - 
Ryth for Marcy, and Marcy for Grace; 

ut there wasnoſy peaking.they anſwer'd with ſqueaking, 
The pretty Laſs breaking the head of the Clown; 

ut ſome were VVooing, while others were doing, 


Yet all their going was for a Green-gown, © 


C2 Bright 


% 
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Bright Apollo was all this while peeping, 
Jo ſee if his Daphne had been in the Throng ; 
But miſſing her haſtily downwards was creeping, 
For Ihetis imagin'd he tarried too long: . 
Then all the Troop Mourned and homeward returned, 
For Cynthia ſcorned to ſmile, or to frown; 
Thus they did gather May, all the long Summer-day, 
And at Night went away with a Green-Gown. 


"The Ballad of King Jon and the Abbot 0 
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'LL tell you a Story, a Story anon, 

Of a Noble Prince, and his Name was King Jeb; 
For he was a Prince, a Prince of great might, | 
e held up great Wrongs, and he put down great Right, 
Derry down, down, hey derry down. 


tell you a Story, a Story ſo merry, 
oncerning the Abbot of rey þ 
\nd of his Houſe-keeping and high Renown, 
hich made him repair to fair Lenden Town. 
Derry down, & c. 


low now, Brother Abbot ! tis told unto me, 
hat thou keep'ſt a far better Houſe than 1; 
And for thy ouſe-keeping and high Renown, 
fear thou haſt Treaſon againſt my Crown. 
Derry down, &c. 


hope my Liege, that you owe me no Grudge, 

or. ſpending of my true gotten Goods; 

f thou doſt not anſwer me Queſtions Three, 

Thy Head ſhall be taken from thy Body. < 
Derry down, &c. | s 


hen I am ſet on my Steed ſo high, 

ith my Crown of Gold upon my Head ; ' 

Among 22 Nobility, with Joy and much Mirtlt . 

Thou muſt tell me to One Penny what I am Worth. 
Derry down, &c. | | 


nd the next Queſtion you muſt not flout, 
ow long I ſhall be Riding the World about? 
And the Third Queſtion thou muſt not ſhrink, 
ut tell to me truly what I do think. 

Derry down, &c. 1 


9 Theſe are hard Queſtions for my ſhallow Wit, 
For I cannot anſwer your Grace as yet; 

But if you will give me Three days ſpace, 

I'll do my Endeavour to anſwer your Grace. 

Derry down, &c. C 3 
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O Three Days ſpace I will thee give, 

For that is the longeſt day thou haſt to Live; 
And if thou doſt not anſwer theſe Queſtions right, 
Thy Head ſhall be taken from thy Body quite. 

' Derry down, &c. 


And as the Shepherd was going to his Fold, 

He ſpy'd the old Abbot come riding along; 

How now Maſter Abbor, you're welcome home, 

What News have you brought from good King John 
Derry down, Ec. 


Sad News, ſad News, I have thee to give, 
For I have but Three Days ſpace for to Live; 
If I do not anſwer Him Queſtions Three, 
My Head will be taken from my Body. 

Derry aown, &c. ; | 01 


When He is ſet on His Steed ſo high, | 
With His Crown of Gold upon His Head; 
Amongſt all His Nobility, with Joy and much Mir 
I muſt tell Him to One Penny what He is worth. 


Derry down, &c. IJ 

i | 

And the next Queſtion I muſt not flout, 01 

How long He ſhall be Riding the World about; 1 
And the Third Queſtion F muſt not ſhrink; 

But tell ro Him truly what he does Think. Th 

Derry down, &c. | | | or 


O Maſter did you never hear it ot, "OR 

That a Fool may learn a Wiſe Man Wit? 

Lend me but your Horſe and your Apparel, 

III ride to fair Londen and anſwer the Quarret. 
Derry down, &c. Ree a 


Now I am ſet. on my Steed ſo high, : 

With my Crown oft Gold upon wy Head ; : 
Amongſt all my Nobllity, with Joy and much Mirti 
Now tell me to One Penny what I am worth. 


Derry dnn, & c. * 
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or Thirty Pence our Saviour was Sold, 

\ mongſt the falſe Jews, as you have been told; 
And Nine and Tweaty's the Worth of Thee, 
or I think thou art One Penny worſer than he. 
Derry down, &c. | | 


and the next Queſtion thou mailt not flour, 

low long I ſhall be Riding the World about? 

ou muſt Riſe with the Sun, and Ride with the ame, 
ntil the next Morning he Riſes again : 

\nd then I am ſare, You will make no doubt, 

But in Twenty Four Hours: you'll Ride it about. 

Derry down, &C. 


und the Third Queſtion thou muſt not ſhrink, 

But tell me truly what I do Think? - 

All that I can do; and'rwilt make your Heart Merry,. 
or you think I'm the Abbot of Canterbury, 

But I'm his poor Shepherd as you may ſee, 

And am come to beg Pardon for he and for me. 

Derry down, &c. 


The King he turn'd him about, and did Smile, 
aying _ — Abbot pint" pag 

no my Grace, there is no ſu 
or 1 — neither Write nor Read. 


Derry down, &. 


Then Four Pounds a Week will I give unto thee, 
or this merry true Jeſt thou haſt told unto me; 
\nd tell the old Abbot when thou comeſt hone, 

Thou haſt brought him a Pardon from good King John: 


Derry down, down, hay derry down 


* 
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The C atholick BALLAD: 


Or, An Invitation to Popery, npon Con ſiderab 
Grounds and Reaſons, 


8 Pop'ry.of late is ſo much in Debate, 
And great ſtrivings have been to reſtore it; 
I cannot forbear only to declare, 

That the Ballad-makers are for it. 


We'll diſpute it no more, theſe Heretical Men, 
Have expoſed our Books unto Laughter ; 
So that many do ſay *rwill be our beſt way 
To Sing for the Cauſe hereafter. | 
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the Catholick Cauſe ! now aſl ſt me my Muſe, 
How earneſtly I do defire thee! 

either will I Pray to St. Bridget to Day, 

eral But only to thee to Inſpire me. 


hence ſhould Purity come, but from Catholick Romc? 
wonder much art. your Fol) ; 

dr St. Peter was there, and left an old Chair; 

Enough to make all the World Holy. 


dr this Sacred old Wood is ſo excellent good, 
If Tradition may be believed; 

hat whoever fits there, needs never more fear 
The danger of being deceived. 


the Devil himfelf ſhould (God Blefs us) m up, 
Tho' his Nature we know to be Evil; 

t whilſt he ſat there, as divers will ſwear, 

le would be an Infallible Devil. 


w who ſits in this Seat but our Father the Pope? 
o that here's a plain Demonſtration; 

clear as Noon-day, we're in the right way,, 

nd all others are Doom d to Damnation. 


this will not ſuffice, yet to open your Eyes 
Vhich are blinded in bad 25 ; ; 

have Arguments Twenty, and Miracles plenty, 
nough to convince a whole Nation. 


ou give ut d heed, you ſhll ſee the Hoſt dieeh 


and if any thing can perſwade ye; | 
Image ſhall Speak, or pu leaſt. i it Prall Squeak, 
n the Honour of our Lady. 


u ſhall ſee without doubt, the Devil caſt out, 
of old by Erra Pater; 

mall skip about and tear. like a Dancing: bear, 
hen he feels the Holy Water. 


C.., 5 KY 
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If yet doubtful you are, we have Relicks moſt rare, 
We can ſhew 2 the Sacred Manger; 

Several Loads of the Croſs, as good as e'er was, 
To preſerve your Souls from Danger. 


Should I tell you of all, it would move a Stone-wal! 
But I ſpare you a little for pity ; 

'That each one may prepare, and rub up his Ear, 
For the Second Part of my Ditty. 
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The Second PART. To the ſame Tune. 


N OW Hiften again to thofe things that remain, 
They are Matters of weight I aſſure you; 


And the Firſt thing I ſay, throw your Bibles away, 
Tis impoſſible elſe for to Cure you. 


© that Peſtilent Book ! Never on it more look, N 
I wiſh I could ſpeak it out louder ; 

It has done more Men harm, I dare boldly affirm, . 

Than th' Invention of Guns and Powder. 1 

n 


As for Matters of Faith, believe what the Church (al 


But for Scriptures leave that to rhe Learned; 
For theſe are Edge Tools, and you Lay-men are Fool 
If ye touch them y'are fure to be harmed, M 


But pray what is it for that you make all this ſtir "BY 

You muſt Read, you muſt Hear and be Learned; 
If you'll be on our part, we will teach you an Arti: .. 
hat you need not be ſo much Concerned. 1 


Be the Church's good Son, and your work is half dc 95 
After that you may do your own pleaſure ; 

F your Beads you can tell, and ſay Ave Mary we 
Neyer doubt of the Heavenly Treaſure, 
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or the Pope keeps the Keys, and can do what he pleaſe, 
And without all perad venture; 

you cannot at the Fore, yet at the Back- dore 

Of Indulgence you may enter. 


ut Firſt by the way, you muſt make a ſhort ſtay, 

At a Place call'd Purgatory ; | 

hich the Learned us tell, in the Buildings of Helk 
Is about the Middlemoſt Story. 


is a monſtrous Hot place, and a Mark of diſgrace, 
la the Torment on't long to endure ? 

one are kept there but Fools, and poor piriful Souls, 
Who can no ready Money procure. 


or a handfome round Sum, you may quickly be | 
For the Church has wiſely Ordaind : OY 
hat they who build Croſſes, and pay well for Maſſes, 


Ly 


Should not there be too long detain'd. 


val! 


o that "tis a _= Caſe, as the Noſe on ones Face, 
We are in the ſureſt Condition; 

nd none but poor Fools and ſome niggardly Owls, . 
Need fall into utter Perdition. 


hat aileth you then, O ye Great and Nick Men, 
That ye will not hearken to Reaſon ; 
ince 2 as y have Pence, ye need ſcruple no Offence;, 
Be it Murder, Adultrey, or Treaſon. 


nd ye ſweet natur'd Women, who hold all things com 
My Add reſſes to you ate moſt hearty ; (mon, 
Ind to give yon your due, you are to us moſt true, 
And we hope we ſhall gain the whole Party, 


you happen te Fall, your Pennance ſhall be ſmall;, 

And although you cannot forego it ; | 

Ve have for you a Cure, if of this you be ſure 
To. Confeſs before you go to it. 


mes 


O the Pictures and Rings, the Beads and fine thing 


And the Proudeſt of Kings, and all Temporal thin 


If any Man yet ſhall have ſo little Wit, 
I ſwear by the Maſs, he is a meer Aſs, 
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There is one Reaſon yet, which I cannot omit, 
To thoſe who affect the French Nation; 
Hereby we advance the Religion of France, 
The Religion that's only in Faſhion. 


If theſe. Reaſons prevail, (as how. can they fail?) 
To have Popery entertain d; 


You cannot conceive, and will hardly believe, 
What Benefits hence. may be gain d. 6 


For the Pope ſhall us Bleſs, (that's no ſmall Happine 
And again we ſhall (ee reſtor'd, 

The Italian Trade, which formerly made 
This Land to be ſo much ador'd. 


The good Words as ſweet as Honey 
All this and much more ſhall be brought to our Do 
For a little dull Engliſb Money. 


Then ſhall Juſtice and Love, and what can move, 
Be reſtor d again to our Britain 
Learning jo common, that every Old Wome: 
Shall ſay her Prayers in Latin. 


ThentheChurch ſhall bear ſway,and the State ſhall ol 
Which is now look'd upon as a Wonder ; 


Shall ſubmit and truckle under. 

And the Parliament too, who have tak'n us to do, 
And have handl'd us with ſo much Tetror; 
May chance on that ſcore ('tis no time to ſay more 
They may chance to acknowledge their Error, 

As ſtill to be Refraftory ; 


And. ſo there's an end of a Story. 
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1. Francis DRAK E Or, Eighty, Eigbt. 
To the ſame Tune. N n 


ME Years of late, in Eighty Eight, 
As I do well remember a; 

as, fome ſay, on the Ninth of May, 
d ſome ſay in September a. : 


Spaniſh Train launch'd forth a-main,. 
ith many a fine Bravado ; 

ceas they thought, but ir proy'd nought, 
he Invincible Armado. 


re was a little Man that dwelt in Spain, 
hat ſhot well in a Gun a; 

Pedro height, as Black a Wight, 

s the Knight of the Sun a. | 


g Philip made him Admiral, 
nd bad him not to ſtay a; 

to deſtroy both Man: and Boy, 
And fo to come away a. 


2 Queen was then at T/Zbury, 
V hat could we. more deſire a; 25% } 
Francis Drake, for Her ſweet ſake, | 

id ſet em all on Fire a. 


ay they ran by Sea and Land, 

So that One Man flew Three-ſcore a; 
d had not they all run away, 

O my Soul, we had killed more a. 


hen let them neither brag nor boaſt, , * - 
For if they come again a | 

t them take heed they do not ſpeed, , 

a5 they did they knew when a4. 


q 
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A BALLAD called 
The Fovial Bear-ward. To the ſame 


1 O' it may ſeem rude 
For me to intrude 

With theſe my Bears by chance a; 
| *T were ſport for a King, 
i! If they could Sing 
As well as they can Dance a. 


= Then to put you out 
Of fear or doubt, 

I came from St. Katharine a ; 
Theſe Dancing Three, 
By the help of me, | 

Who am keeper of the Sine a. 


We ſell good Ware, 

And we need not care 
Tho Court and Country knew it 

Our Ale's o'th' beſt, bi 

And each good Gueſt 
Prays far their Souls that Brew R. 


For any Ale-houſe, 
We care not a Louſe, 
Nor Tavern in all the Town a; 
Nor the P?nrry Cranes, 
Nor St. Clement Danes; 
Nor the Devil can put us down « - 


Who has once here been, 
Comes hither agen, 
The Liquor is ſo mighty 
: Beer ſtrong and ſtale, 
And fo is our Ale, 
And it burns like Au ita. 
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The Wives of Wapping, 

They trudge to our Tapping . 
till our Ale deſire a ; 

And there fit and Drink, 

Till they Spew and Stink, 
often Pils out the Fire a. 


From Morning to Night, 
And about to . gbr, 
ſit, and never — it; 
Till the Fiſh-Wives join 
Their ſingle Coin, - 
the Tinker pawns his Budge. 


If their Brains be not well, 

Or Bladders do ſwell, — 
aſe them of their Burden; 

My Lady will come 

With a Bowl and a Broom, 
| her Hand-maid with a Jordan. 


From Court we invite 
Lord, Lady, and Knight, 


And all our ſtiff Drinkers, 
Smiths, Porters and Tinkers, 
d the Beggars ſhall give you room: 


lice, Gentlemen, Yeomen and Groom; 
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4 SONG. 


London is a fine Town, and a gallant City, 
"Tis Goyern'd by the Scarlet Gown, come li 
. (ro my Di 
This City has a Mayor, this Mayor is a Lord, 
He Governeth the Citizens upon his own accord: 
He boaiteth his Gentiliry, and how Nobly he was 
His Arms are three Ox-heads,and his Creſt a Rampant 


The firſt Journey his Lordſhip rakes, isto Weſftminſter- 


Attended by twelve Companies, for he muſt have em 


The Barges are made all fine and gay, for his Lord 


(and the 


And Dung-boats and Lyters provided for the reſt. 


Then at the Exchequer he's Sworn upon a Shoe-ſoal, 
That he. will be no wiſer, Man than was his Brot 


( Jubern 


The Sword is born . up and down the Stai: 


To Fright away the little Boys that laugh at 900 Lor 
Mayo 
A 


ug 
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en that is ended, home again he comes, Drum; | 
oyful Noiſe upon the Ihame of Trumpetsand of | 
dſhip land's at Pauls- Wharf, and on along he jogs, 4 
ed by his Companies, as Hungry as any, Dogs. | 


h. 


n comes the Carver, and boldly falls to work, | 
nife like Scimiter as fierce as any Turk ; 4 
upon the Gooſe-bone, and turn'd both Edge and 
point, 

look'd upon my Lord-Mayor, he could-not hit 
(the Joint. 


1 

1 

p came Cuſtard with Twenty Four Nukes, | 
| 


* - 
* 
8 


may find recorded in John Stow's Books; 


hy it was ſo big, if you wou'd know the Reaſon, 
o keep their Chaps at work that would be pra- 
7 ET (ting Treaſon. 


they go to Greenwiteh all in the City Barge, "= 
ere they have a Noble Treat all at the City Charge; | 
hen they come to Cuckeld's- Point, they make a 
(Gallant Show, 
Wives bid the Muſick play Cuckoldr-al-a-row.. 


they go to Paul's Church e'er Mornin Prayer 
| | ins, 

they go along the Street, they ſtoop to pi 
78 8 ey ſtoop to p ( — 


5 8 NS 5. 
you'd know, I'll tell you the Moral Reaſon of it, 
that would to Riches grow, muſt ſtoop 7 — 4 

| roſit. 


Pe n 

4. Mayor rides along the Street like unto a Law- 

» by = er 

g. Forty Catch- poles at his Arſe, to ö the 
Aker 3. 

when he comes to the Baker's Stall, and finds his 

* : 2 (read too light, 

ends it home to his own Houſe, to Feaſt both. Lord 

All {and Knight. G 

ord 

= Then 
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Then to the Seſſions-Houſe they go, the Sefſion 


Until that the Recorder comes they all are fal 
They call 1 Juries by Twelves and by T 
And if they Hang up no Man, they may go 


So then they borrow Boots and Spurs, and 4 0 
th 

To ſee the Bears baited on the Bank ſide ; 
And when that they have done, tliey all return 
. Like ſo many Apes, with each his n-Chi en 
Then to hear a Sermon once a Year, he rides | Ac 
And there ſits full three Hours long, and bring 
| ut 
And when that he comes home, he fits down at his 
And if he has not Minc'd Pyes, his — 
| a 
My Lady ſays unto. my Lord when all the Gut 
Idointend to Morrow next toinvite my Friend $i 
For I don't think it fit always to have Trades 
I pray therefore let me rub in a Courtier now an 
My Lady boldly ask'd my Lord what Diſhes ſhe 
To entertain her Friend Sir John, that was ſo fi 
My Lord he nam'd a Calves-head, at which ſhe o 


And ſwore ſhe'd have a Turi ock, for ſhe 9 


Next once a Year into zr « Hunting they do ; 
To ſee em paſs a long, O tis a moſt pretty ſho 


(Thi 


* 
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Cheap-ſide and Fenchurch: ſtreet, and ſo to Ald- 


375 


Hon (gate Pump, 
with's Spurs in's Horſes ſides, and his Back- 
e fal (Sword croſs his Rump. 


by T 

he takes a Staff in Hand, to beat the Buſhes o'er 
onfeſs it was a work he ne'er had done before; 
re bounceth from a Buſh, which made them 


ut c (all co Laugh, 
(the d he cry'd a Hare, a Hare, but it prov'd an 
Eſſex Calf. 


en they had done their Sport, they came to Lone 
(don, where they dwell; 

acesall ſo torn and ſcratch'd, their Wi ves ſcarce 
t Mercy £ op ag 

as a very great Mercy ſo many 'fcap'd alive, 
Twenty Saddles — * out, they. brought a- 
\ -  (agaia but Five. 


OOo DOC DOOC AC NES 2 - 
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Riſe, ariſe, my juggy, my Puggy, 
Ariſe, get up m E. 
The Night is Cold, 

It bloweth, it ſnoweth, 

1 muſt be Lodged here, 


My Juggy, my Puggy, 

My Honey, my Bunny,. 
My Love, m ve, my Dear; 

O the Night is Cold, 

It Bloweth, it Snoweth, 


1 muſt be Lodged here. 
Be gone, be gone, my Jockey, my Jockey, 


De gone, be gone, my Dear; 


The Night is warm, 
"Twill do you no harm, 
You cannot be Lodged here. 


My Jockey, my Jockey 
My Wi 7 ny Billy, 


My Joy, my Joy, my 


3 
O the Night it is warm, &c. 


Fare wel, farewel, my Jugey, my Puggy,. 
Farewel my Love, my Dear; 

Now will I be gone from whence I come;. 
If I cannot be Lodged here. 


| My Juggy, &c. 


Return, return, my Wily my Bily, 
Return my Love and Dear; 
The Weather doth change, 
Then ſeem not ſtrange, 


— 


Thou ſhalt be Lodged here. 


My Tockey, &c. 


— 
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ASON G, 
To curb riſing Thoughts. 


1412 
FE 


e was an Old Woman that had but One Son, 

d he had neither Land nor Fee; 

He took great Pains, 

But got little Gains, 

n a Landlord he would be. | 
a ſadaridale la, fa la da riddle la, fala la fala la re, 


$ he was a going Home, 
t his Old Mother upon the High-way ; 
O Mother, quoth he, 
Your Bleſſing grant me, 
the Son to the Mother did ſay, 
2 a fa, &c. I he 


PR S —- a 2 
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J ha' begg'd Butter-milk all this long Day, 
But I hope I ſhan't be a Beggar long; 7 
For I've more Wit come into this Pate, 
Then e'er I had when I was Young, 
With a fa, &c. 


This Butter-milk I will it ſell, 
A Penny for it I ſhall have you ſhall ſee; 
With that Penny I will buy me ſome Eggs, 
I ſhall have Seven for my Penny. 
With a fo, &c. 
And thoſe Seven Eggs I'll ſet under a Hen, 
Perhaps Seven Cocks they may chance for ti 
And when thoſe Seven Cocks are Seven Capon 
There will be Seven Half-Crowns for me. 
With a fa, &c. 


But as he was going Home, 
Accounting up of his Riches all; 
His Foot it ſtumbled againſt a Stone 


Down came Butter-milk Pitcher and all. II 
With a fa, &c. | t 
| of 

CHORUS. ci 

e 

His Pitcher was broke, and his Eggs were dlſpatii n. 
This tu to count Chickens before they are Hatch 
With a fa da, Oc, | 2 21 ne 

| of 

ri 

(| 

v 

th 
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The Reformed Drinker. 
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E my Hearts of Gold, 


t us be Merry and Wiſe; 


Proverb of Old, 


cion hath double Eyes: 

ever we ſay or do, ; 
not Drink to diſturb the Brain; 
augh for an Hour or Two, 
ne'er be Drunk again. 


of old Sack-is good, 


Irive the Cold Winter away ; 


Cheriſh and Comfort the Blood 
when a Man's Spirits decay : 
that doth Drink too much, 

is Head he will complain; 

et's have a gentle Touch, 

never be Dru again. 


ä 


* 


r 


— * a 
. . * 
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Good Claret was made for Man, 
But Man was not made for it; 
Let's be Merry as we can, 

So we Drink not away our Wit : 
Good Fellowſhip is abus'd, 

And Wine will infe& the Brain; 
Burt we'll have it better us d, 

And ne er be Drunk again. 


When with good Fellows we meer, 
A Quart among Three or Four ; 
*'T will make us ſtand on our Feet, 
While others Iye Drunk on the Floor: 
Then Drawer go fill a Quart, 
And let it be Claret in Grain; 
*'T will Cheriſh and Comfort the Heart, 
But we'll ne er be Drunk again. 


Here's a Health to our Noble King, 
And to the _ of his Heart; 
Let's Laugh and Merrily Sing, . 
And he's a Coward that will ſtart; 
Here's a Health to our General, 
And to thoſe that were in Spain; 
And to our Colonel, 
And we'll neer be Drunk again. 


Enovugh's as good as a Feaſt 
If a Man did but Meaſure know ; 
A Drunkard's worſe than a Beaſt, 
For he']l Drink till he cannot go: 
If a Man could Time recal, 
In a Tavern that's ſpent in vain 
We'd learn to be Sober all, | 
And never be Drunk again. 


* 
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true Charafler of ſundry TA DES and 


aLLINGS: Or a new Ditty of Innocent 
irth. To the ſame Tuns. | 


TOW Gentlemen ſit ye all Merry, 
I'll Sing you a Song of a Want; 

make you as Merry as may be, 

Tho' Money begins to grow ſcant: 
oman without c'er a Ton 

She never can Scold very loud; 

5 juſt ſuch another great Want, 
hen a Fidler wants his Croud : 

d People I tell unte you, 

heſe Lines they are abſolute New; 

I hate and deſpiſe the telling of Lies, 

his Ditty is Merry and True. 


Ship that's without &er a Sail, 
y be driven the Lord knows whither ; 
s juſt ſuch another ſad Want, 
hen a Shoemaker wants his Leather : 
an that has got but One Leg, 
ill make but a pitiful Runner; 
| he that has no Eyes in his Head, 
ill make but a ſorrowful Gunner : 
People I tell unto you, 
beſe Lines they are abſolute New; 
I hate and deſpiſe the telling of Lies, 
Mis Ditty is Merry and True. 


— 


11186 to Purge Melanchoh. 


De Second PART. Jo the fame T 

An without any Stomach, 
Will make but a pitiful Dinner; 

And he that has got no Victuals to eat, 

Will quickly look thinner and thinner: 
A Bell without ever a Clapper, 

Will make but a ſorrowful Sound; 
And he that has no Land of his own, 

May work on another Man's Ground: 
aGood People 1 ted unto you, 

1 e Lings they are abſolute New ; 
«For I hate and deſpiſe the telling ef Lies, 
This Ditty is Merry and True. 


A Blackſmith without his Bellows, 
He need not to riſe very ſoon ; | 
And he that has no Cloaths to put on, 
May lie a Bed till 'cis Noon: g 
An Inn-keeper without any Cuſtom, 
Will never get ſtore of Wealth; 
And if he has never a Sign to hang up, 


He may een go Hang up 8 
_ Good People, &c. | 
A Miller without any Stones, D 
He is but a ſorrowful Soul; 
And if that he has no Corn to Grind, M 
He need not ſtand taking of Toll: | 
The Taylor we know he is loth | 
To take any Cabbage at all ; It! 
If he bas no Silk, Stuff or Cloth, 1 
Io do that good Office withal: The 
Good People, &c. 11 


A Woman without e'er à Fault, 

She like a bright Star will appear; 
But a Brewer without any Mault, 
| Will make but pitiful Beer: 


* 
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Man that has got but one Shirt, 

hen e er it is waſh'd for his Hide; 
zope it can be no great hurt, e 
o lye in his Bed till tis dry d: 

od People, &c. 


Mountebank without his Fools, 
Ind a Skip-kennel turn 'd out of Place 
Tinker without any Tools, 
hey are all in a ſorrowful caſe : 
du know that a Diſh of good Meat, 
It is the true ſtay of Man's Life; 
t he that has. nothing to Eat, 
He need not to draw out his Knife: 
pd People, &C. 


Pedlar without e'er a Stock, 

It makes him look pitiful Blue; 

Shepherd without e er a Flock, 
little or nothing to do: 

Farmer without any Corn, 

He neither can give, ſell or lend ; 

Huntſman without e er a Horn, 


d People, CC. 


Plow-man that has ne'er a Plow, 
I thiak he may live at his caſe; 
Dairy without c'er a Cow, | 
ill make but bad Butter and Cheeſe : 
Man that is pitiful Poor, 
Has little or nothing to loſe ; 

d he that has never a Foot, 
It ſaves him the buying of Shoes: 
ud People I tell unto you, | 
Theſe Lines they are abſolute New ; 

I hate and deſpiſe the telling of Lia, 
This Ditty is Merry and True. 


* 
7 * : - 
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: N D = 


His Wife ſhe muſt ſtand his good Friend: 


Y - 
. 
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A Warren without e'er a Cunny, 
Is Barren and ſo much the worſe ; 
And he that is quite without Money, 
Can have no great need of a Purſe ; 
I hope there is none in this place, 
That now is not pleas'd with this Song; 
Come buy up my Ballads apace, 
And I'll pack up my Awls and begone: 
Good People I tell unto you, 
Theſe Lines they are abſolute New; 
For I hate and deſpiſe the telling of Lies, 
This Ditty is Merry and True. 


WII you pleaſe to give ear a while unto n 

And ſtreight I chill tell you where c'h' have ou 
ba been to New England, but now cham come 0 
Ich think they ſhall catch me go thither no mor 


K 


\ 


PiLts to Purge Melanchoh..-- 


e Iſe went thither, Lord, how Voke did tell 
Viſhes did grow, and how Birds did dwell, _ 
"ne amongſt t other, in the Wood and the Water. 
ought "thad been true, but I found no ſuch Matter. 


n ficſt Iſe did Land, they mazed me quite, 
'twas of all days on a Saturday Night; 
oadered to ſee ſtrange Buildings were there, 
all like the ſtandings at Woodbury Fair. 


that Night I ſlept till near Prayer time, | 
Morning I wonder'd I heard no Bells Chime 
hich | did ask, and the Reaſon I found, 

5 becauſe they had ne'er a Bell in the Town. 


ſt being warned, to Church we repair'd, 

re I did think certain we ſhould have ſuuc Fray'to 
he Parſon there no ſuch matter did teach 

ſcorn'd to Pray, for all one could Preach, 


firſt thing they did, a Pſalm they did Zing, | 
luck'd out my Pſalm-Book I with me did bring; 
mbled roſeekhim'cauſe theycaw'd him by's name, 
hey'd got a new Zong to the Tune of the ſame. 


n Sermen was ended, was a Child 2 
Zixteen Years old, as Volks did zurmiſe; 

nad neither Godfather, nor Godmother, yet was 

i (quiet and ſtill, 

he Prieſt durſt not Croſs him, for fear of ill will. - 


Sirrah, thought I, and to Dinner Iſe went, 

— the Wing 2 he had Friend, 
ay was & ing, the Brideman my Friend, . 

kindly invite me, ſo thither Iſe wend. F 


this above all, me to wander did bring, 

ee Magiſtrate Marry them, and had ne er a Ring:; 
ought they would call me the Woman to give, 

I think the Man ſtole her, they ask d no Man leave. 
D 3 Now. 


- 


＋ 
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Now this was New Dvrchefter, as they told unto me, 

A Town very Famous in all that Country; | 
icy ſaid twas new Buildings, I grant it is true, 

Yet methinks Old Dorchefter's as fine as the New. 


Well, there I ſtaĩd amongſt em till ch wy weey 

my He 
At length there came Shipping, I got leave to depy 
But when all was ended, and ch' was coming away, 
I had Threeſcore good Shillings at laſt for to pay. 


But when I ſaw this, I Swore on the more, 
That I'd ſtay there no longer to Swear upon Shoar; 
Iſe bid a Farewel to Fowlers and Fiſhers, 


Praying God to bleſs Old £ng/and and alk p 
I if, 


* 
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The Ballad of FOX - 
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1 188982 
1 
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— — 


11. 
1 


1 


* 


9 


) Hunt the Fox is an Old Sport, 

Uſed both in City and Court; 

are the Academicks free, 

beaſt they chaſe ſo much as he: 

ey that think all Pleaſures vain, : 

1 ſometimes follow, will ſometimes follow, will. ſomes. 
times follow the Fox's Train 


Gallant who each Hour invents 
retty pleaſing Compliments ;. 
thinks no Phraſe ſo neat and pure, 

tres humble Serviteur : : 
ights his Lady's nice Diſdain, 
d ſometi ow, e. 


plodding Student that doth look 

no Object but his Book; 
thinks that all he doth Projeck, 
wiſe is for Old Men t'effe&: =P 
ill ſometimes eaſe his troubled Brain, 
flowing, &c. | 


8 


Clergy-men live Merry Lives, 

y get fine Livings and fine Wives; 
Church's State they finely Rule, 
with a Cup their they'll cool: 
he Poet writes no pleaſant Strain, 
10% he follows, &c. 


icians that with Skill profound, 
make the ſickly Patient ſound ; 
Cure one Grief, and leave a worſe, 


d the Conſumption of the Purſe: 
2 4 Yee 
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Yet once a Month will not refrain, 
But follows ſtil, &c. 


The Lawyers, as I underſtand, | 

Can warrant your Caſe, if it be good; 

And tempting Fees on both ſides take, 

And new Demurs can make: 
Although his chief delight is Gain, 
He follows ftill, ; cke. 

The little Fox at length is found, 

Where he lies lurking under Ground ; 

He Earths himſelf in Cellars deep, 

When he from Mortals View would creep: 


Till gentle Slumber charms his Brain, — 
And then concludes, and then concludes the Fox's Trai 


By Mr, AxtzROYDE, 


Pirts to Purge Melancholy. 37 


HERE was a Maid the other Day, 
That fi ſore God wot; 

d ſaid all Wives might ſpore and play, 

But Maidens they may not : 

ll Fifteen have I liv'd ſhe ſaid, 

Poor Soul, ſince I was Born; 

d if I chance to Die a Maid, 

Apollo is forſworn. 


Oh, Oh, for 4 Hurband, 
Still this was her Song; 

1 will have 4 Husen, I will have a Huiband, 
4. Hutband Old or Toung. | 


* 


Ds | 19 
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An Ancient Suitor to her came, 
His Beard was almoſt Grey; 

Tho' he was Old, and ſhe was Young, 
She could no longer ſtay : 

Unto her Mother went this Maid, 
And told her by and by; 

That ſhe a Husband needs muſt have, 
She had a reaſon why: 

Oh, Ob, &c. 


dhe had not been a Wedded Wife 
One quarter of a Year ; 
* _ was weary of this Life, 
nd grew into a Jeer 
The Old Man bay by her ſide, 
She'd nought bur Sigh and Groan ; - 
Did ever Woman this abide, | 
Tis better lye alone. 
Oh, Oh, Oh what a Husband, what a Life lead I. 
Out, out of ſuch a Hurhand, ſuch a Hnrband, © 


Fie, Fe, fe, fe, fe, fe. 


To live a Wedded Life, ſhe ſaid, 
A Twelve Month, 'tis too Jong; 
As I have done, poor Soul, ſhe cry d, 
That am both Fair and Young: 
When other Wives can have their Will; 
. are not like to me; 
mean to $0 and try my Skill, 
And ſeek a Remedy : ar -, 
— ob, Oh what a Hausband, what ; ut kd , 
Out, out of ſuch a Husband, fech a Huchang,, 


He, fie, ße, fe, fe, fie. 


1 


a1, 
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A Woman once found out. 


- 


HO” bootleſs I muſt needs Complain, . 
My Fate is ſo extream ; 

vd, and was belov'd again, 
et all was but a Dream: 

as that Love was quickly got, 

o it was quickly gone; 
touch ned a Flame ſo hot, , * 
rather lie alone. 8 


-x x 
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Shall any more ile | 

2 with a — 4 Tear, 

or tempt me with a Smile: 

I'll never think Affection feign d, 
That is ſo fairly ſnewn; 

I' touch no more a Flame ſo hot, 
I'd rather lie alone. | 


Should now the little God confpire 
Again t'entrap my Mind ; 

And ſtrive to ſet my Heart on Fire, 
Alaſs, the Boy's too Blind : 

For ſuch I'll never venture Smiles, 
Nor hazard Mirth for none; 

Nor yet regard a Woman's Wiles, 
I'd rather lie aloe. 


The. blazing Torch is foon burnt oft, 
The Diamond's light ahides ; 
The Fire her Glory hurls tout, 

The Woman her Virtue hides : 
[That Spark, (if any ſhould be mine} 
That elſe ſhews hike to none 
For if to e'ery Eye ſhe ſhine, 

Fu rather lie alone. 


No Woman ſhou'd deceive my Thought, 
With Colours not in Grain; 
or put a Love ſo ſlightly wrought, 
am * 


to- my Hands : 
FI I __ Fo for Wi 


my own ; 


Ive u 


Nor ſhall Affection trouble it; 
I'd rather lie alone; 


And ſo Til ſet my Heart at reſt, 
My loving Labour's loſt ; 
FN be no more ſo rarely Bleſt, 
To be ſo ſtrangely croſt: 
The Love-loſt Turtle iq doth die, 
The Phenix is but One ; ; 
They ſeek no Mates, no more will I, 
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lad of all th FRADES. 


Sit by Mr. Ax PRO YD R. 


} H the Miller, the 3 Miller, 

The Miller, that beareth on his 
ne ver goes to Meaſure Meal, the Sack 
But his Maid, but his Maid, but his Maid holds ope⸗ 


the Baker, the bonny, bonny Baker, 
The Baker that is ſo full of Sin;- 
e never heats his Oven hor, (den in. 


Bur he thruſts, but he thruſts, but he thruſts his Mai- 
0 


1 
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© the Brewer, the luſty, luſty Brewer, 
The Brewer that Brews Ale and Beer; 

He never heats his Liquor hot, | (the 
But he takes, but he takes, but he takes his M; 


O the Butcher, the bloody, bloody Butcher, 
The Butcher that ſells both Beef and Bone; 
He never grinds his . Knife, (his! 

But his Maid, but his Maid, but his Maid muf 


O the Weaver, the wicked, wicked Weaver, 
That followeth a weary Trade; 

He never ſhoots his Shuttle right, ( 
But he ſhoots, but he ſhoots, but he ſhoots firſt 


O the Barber, the neat and nimble Barber, 
Whoſe Trade is ne'er the worſe; 
He never goes to Waſh and Shave, 
But he trims, but he trims, but he trims his 


O the Taylor, the fine and frisking Taylor, 
The Taylor that gives ſo good regard; 

He never goes to meaſure Lace, (his! 

But his Maid, but his Maid, but his Maid hold 


© the Blakſmith, the luſty, luſty Blackſmith, 
The beſt of all good Fellows; — 

He never heats his Iron hot, (the Belk 
But his Maid, but his Maid, but his Maid muſt} 


O the Tanner, the Merry, Merry Tanner, 
The Tanner that draws good Mides into Leathe 
He never ſtrips himſelf to work, roget 
But his Maid, but his Maid, but his Maid and 


O the Tinker, the ſturdy, ſturdy Tinker, 
The Tinker that deals all in Mettle 3 


He never clencheth home a Nail, (the Ken 


But his Trull, but his Trull, but his Trull hold 
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he Woman mears the BREEC HES. 


| Three Children laing on the Thames. ne 1. 
ox upon this curſed Life, 


hi. LW here ſhall I make m . 
mull m troubled with a 


her there's few or Ang 


into her there cannot be 

dther ſuch a one: 

hen the Prieſt did Marry me; 
n my good Days were gone. 


fore take heed good Neighbours all, 
iſh you to beware, 

hen my Wife doth Scold and Baul; 
n Skimington 1 is there. 


ſawcy Jack behind my Back, 

d cke before my Face: 

ains my Wife to Bait and Strife, 
hich is a Woful Caſe. 


ow I ſee no Remedy, 

I muſt needs complain — 
im you know 1 ought, th: oo, 
England or in N 7 3 70 f 


Skimington "RI dork kun, 79 
City and in Ton, 


Man and Qld with brew d Shield, 
ad help to 3 * 


you good Wives, brit © out your — 
d cut out both his Stones; 

two or three then may agree, 

o break ſome of his Bones, 


64 PII IS to RN Mclancho 


With Rakes and Reels, and Oven-Peels, 
With Mawkin and with Flayl; 


With Whips and Slings, and other things, 
To beat kim Top and Tail... 1 


Then let him run to Mington, 
m_— elſe into — . f 
ere two or three they may agree. 
Io pick out both his — : 


Then let him fly to Coventry, 
Or elſe to Lenden- fene, 
And like a Wretch in Middleſes, 


There let him make his Moan. 


All Marry'd Men. that ſee him then, 
Will ſhake their Heads, and ſay, 

He ſhall have neither Meat nor Drink; 

But let him march away, 


Then all the Bells in Loxdon Town 

Shall ring both fine and brave, 
When they have bury'd Skimingron,, 
And laid him in his Grave. 


h. 
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Enny long reſiſted 

Wuly's fierce deſire ; 
She the more perſiſted, 
Coyneſs rais'd his Fire. 
When he'd reap'd the Treaſure, 
And the Virgin's Spoils, 
He found ſuch ſhort Pleaſure, » 
Anſwer'd not his Toils. 


Jenny lay neglected 
In her Lover's Arms, 
When ſhe was rejected, 
She try'd all her Charms: 
Then ſhe did diſcover, 
That no Trick, nor Art, 
Tho't might win a Lover, 
Cou'd regain his Heart. 


, Her Face is ſmooth, without wrinkle, 
Her Chin's adorn'd with a Dimple, 
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Kary's Beauty, On Madam K. W. 


9 . 
Aty's a Beauty ſurpaſſing, ©" 
She's a — Garden to paſs in, 
In Town there is not like a Laſs in, 
So Sweet, ſo Charming is ſhe, 


Her Eyes like Stars do ſo twinkle, 


Like the Charms above her Knee. 


Her Lips as Red as a Roſe is, 

And round and pretty her Noſe is; 

Her Breath's a ſweet mixture of Poeſies; 
None on Earth's compar'd to ſhe. 


Her Belly's a Hill of Sweet Pleaſure, 
In Buſh enclos'd lies the Treaſure, 
If once 7 make but a Seaſure, 
Your lo 


in an Extaſte, 


— 
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De auEEN f MAY. 


1 


| FEED: = h | 


— — 
'2 — - 
5 — — 1 
— 
= WM» — 
— 


on a time I chanced to walk along a Green, 
here pretty Laſſes danced in ſtrife to chuſe a, 
Cowes 
homely dreſt, ſome hand ſom, ſome pretty, an 
( ſome gayy 
ho excell'd in Dancing, muſt be the Queen of May. 


Morning till the Evening, their Controverſy held, 
I, as Judge, ſtood gazing on, to Crown her that 


(excell'd; 


aſt when Phabus Steeds had drawn their Wayn 


away, 


found and crown'd a Damſel to be the Queen of 
(May. 
Full 
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Full well her Nature from her Face I did adm 
Her Habit well become her, altho' in poor At 
Her Carriage was ſo good, as did . that Day, 
That ſhe was juſtly choſen to be the Queen of 


Then all the reſt in Sorrow, and ſhe in ſweet Ce 
Gave over till the Morrow, and homewards ſtra 


( 
But ſhe of all the reſt, was hindred by the way, 
For ev'ry Youth that met her, muſt Kiſs the Qu 


At laſt I caught and ſtay'd her a while with mes 
And on a Bank I laid her, when all the reſt werey 
She fearing ſome Miſchance, cry'd out, forbear | 
Yet I could ſtill do nothing but Kiſs the Queen © 


Thus we her tumbled at leaſt an hour or m 
And like a Fool, I Fumbled, as I had done beſo 
But when that Night was come, by chance I gott 

And yet alaſs, did nothing elſe but Kiſs the Queen 
Her thoughts of coming thither, both Grief and } 
She ſmil'd and wept together, yet knew not well 


And ſtill deſir d to go, but yet ſhe ſeem'd to ſtay, 
Yet I alas, &. | | 


Sheſigh'd and pray d for pity that I would once gin 
Yet were her Words ſo Wity, they ſhew'd ſhe wiſh 


( 
Then ſeeming to defend it, her Fort ſhe did bet 
Yet I alaſs, Oc. 


Thus ſhaking Hands at laſt we part, but ſhe appeit 
Both heavy Ey'd and Hearted, with that the fe! 


+ 
Then turning round we parted, ſhe ſpeechleſs went 
Becauſe I could do nothing but Kiſs the Queen of 


69 
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Then 


ſelf; 
n Gentlemen borrow, 
ag one ought not to truſt, 3 | 


"the 


the World is full of pelf, 
i think there's no Chink, 


ven For I have little 


fa 
t 
To be paid as to Morrow. 


Pockets are full, t 


ear 

feſt 

* Bu 
ff 


When Gentlemen to th Serivners come, 
They will crave their Name to have, 
And the next day will give them the ir Doom 


I you your Gameſter will accoſt, 


— 
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C H 0 RUS. 


Then let — — the World throughout, 
From the Uſurer, to his beſt Friend, 
Ark here, and ak there, | 
And the Devil a Penny they'll lend. 


Your honeſt Citizens bends the Brow, 
And complains there's no Gains, 
For to be gor by Gentlemen now ; 
For when he does his Book ſurvey, 
He doth find more left behind, 
Then ſwears they'll never pay. 
Then let them, &c. 


Mean time the Uſurer Plots his Head, 


About the ſtate left of late 
By the Father who is yet ſcarce Dead, 
Then let them, &c. 9 


11, prevent your Intent, 
With G— D- him his Money's loſt, 
Your Courtier he can Kiſs your Hand, 
Cog eng Lie, and deny, 
d ſwear if he had it, you ſhall it comn 


Then let them ſeck the World thrgugheut, 
From the Uſurer, to-his bet Friend, © 

Aik here, and ark tbere 
And the Devil a Penny they'll lend. ! 


| 
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The RIDDLE. 


EEE 


n tet A, 


Y pretty Maid, fain would I know 
hat thing it is will breed Delight, 
ſtrives to ſtand, yet cannot go, 
at feeds the Mouth that cannot bite. 
With a Humbledum, Grumbledum, humbledum grambl.. 
dum hey. a 
With a Humbledum, Grumbledum, humbledum Erumble- 


dum hey, 
m hey I: 


_— 
— — . 
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Te is « pretty pricking thing, 
A pleaſing and a fanding thing 
»Twas the Truncheon Mars did uſe, ö 


A Bed -ward bit which Maidens chuſe 
With a Humbledum, &c. | 5 


It is a Shaft of C#pid's cut, | 
Y ſerve to Rove, to Prick, to By 
There's never a Maid, but by her wil 
Will keep it in her Quiver ſtill, 

With & Humbledum, &c. 


"Tis a Fryer with a Bald-Head, 

A Staff to beat a Cuckold Dead ; 

It is a Gun that ſhoots point-blank; 

It hits betwixt a Woman's Flank, 
With s Humbledum, &c. | 


It has a Head much like a Mole's, 
And yet it loves to creep in Holes: 
The faireſt She that c'er took Life, 
For love of this, became a Wife. 


CHORUS. 


TASTES 


1 


With @ Humbledum, Grumbledum, humbledum 
en bo. po * 
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* 5 


The BEE-HIVE. 


Y Miſtreſs is a Hive of Bees in yonder flowry 
(Garden, 
her they come with loaden Thighs, to eaſe them _ 
| (of their Burden : 2 


nder the Bee-Hive liech the Wax, and under the 


3 (Wax is Honey. 

nder her Waſte her Belly is plac'd, and under that 
(her C- ny. 

L. IV. M 


* ferty ** 


My Miſtreſs is a Mine of Gold, would that it 
(her Pleafy 
To ler me dig within her Mould, and roll ne 
r 
As under the 'Moſs the Mould doth Iye, and under 
(Mould is Me 
So under, &c. 


My Miſtreſs in a Morn of May, which drops of [ 
(down ſti 
Where eier ſhe goes to ſport and play, the Dew d 
(ſweetly tril 
As under the Sun the Miſt doth lye, ſo under the 


(it is Su 
So under, &c. 


My Miſtreſs is a ke Spring, that N 
That doth refreſh each wither'd thing lies tro 
Her Belly is both white and ſofr, and , 
That many Gallants wiſh full ofe to play but wi 


My Miſtreſs hath the Magick Sprays, of late ſhe 
(ſuch wondrous | 
Thar ſhe can pleaſing Spirirs raiſe, and 2 lay 
own 


Such power hath my tripping Doe, my 1 
That * would their Lives forego, to Play by 


"ROY 
— 


1 


} 
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The forgetful MOTHER. 


Lis. 


— 


Mother ſhe will not endure 
That I ſhould Married be, 
bo my Father do procure 
Husband fit for me; 
derein ſhe doth me much abuſe, 
Father's profer to refuſe; 
younger Maids than I are hots 
yet torſdoth, I myſt not Wed. | 
| Hr My 
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My Mother ſhe breeds all the Jars, 
And ill ſhe does me uſe, 

And Love and Age breeds all the Wars, 
Which grieves me to refuſe. 

Before ſhe was as old as I, f 
She with a Man ſix Weeks did lie; 
Judge you how much ſhe doth me wrong, 

To make me live a Maid ſo long. 


For now I am of lawful Years, 
A Twelve Month's time and more, 
As by the Church-Book plain appears, 
Which doth my Age implore. 
For now I am Sixteen years old, 
Why ſhould I then be thus controul'd, 
And diſcontent to lie alone; 
None knows my Grief, but by their own. 


I do believe in Heart and Mind, 
There is no greater Pain 
Can fall upon us V Voman-kind, 
And breedeth all our Pain, 
To lie alone, all by my ſelf, | 
It breeds Diſeaſe, inftead of Health; 
| And ſhortly it will end my Days, 
For ſo I know the Doctor ſays. 


My Father's Care I much commend, 
| | And Pains that he doth take; 
ws Mother ſpeaks not as a Friend, 
| hat I ſhan't have a Mate. 
Altho' my Mother doth refuſe 
That I my youthful time ſhould uſe, - 
I mean not long to ſtay un-wed, 
Nor yet to keep my Maiden-head. 


. _ cvcKorl 
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CUCKOLDS all. 


55 


O long ago as all alone I lay upon my Bed, 
'Twixt fleeping and waking, this Maggot came 
. (in my Head, 
hich caus'd me in the Mind to be, the meaning for 
| (to know, 
ith Skill and V Vit, and then I writ of Cuckold: all 
(a. rom. 


thoughts I heard a Man and's VVife, as they . 

ng quite void of ſtrife, ſhe thus to him did ſay, 

oth ſhe, Sweet- heart, if thou wilt Sport, my Love, 
(to thee I'll ſhow 

pretty thing ſhall make thee ſing of Cuckolds al a· row. 


ace V Vife, quoth he to her again, I'm ſure thou doſt- 


(but Jeſt, 
tho' I am Cornuted pa. I am no common Beaſt ;. 
tev'ry VVoman's like to thee, for ought * I do 

\ 4 now, 


d each Man may be like to me, Cuckolds a A. row. 


here's neither Lord, nor Gentleman, Citizen, or Clown, 

at liveth in the City, or the Country Town, 

t may carry Horns about them, tho' they _ — 
ow, 

r Gallants are like other Men, Cuokeld; all 4. rom. a 

E 3 Your 
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Your Tradeſmen in the City, that ſells by VVei 

| | (and Meaſt 
Perhaps may wear a horned Brow, for Proſe or 
* 
VVhen they to ſell their VVares begio, that make 

f reat a tht 
N Their VVives may play at In and In, Cuckeld, al 


p Your Country prating Lawyers that gets the De 


| (and 
'That Pleads every Term in Weſtminſter Hall, 
His VVifeinthe Country, for ought that he does kn, 
May let his Client have a Fee, Cuckolds all a-row. 


* 


The Parſon of the Pariſh J hope ſhall not go free, 

VVhile he is in his Study, another may be 

A dandling of his V Vife, and do the thing you kn 

And make him wear his Corner'd Cap, a 
— 4- 


If any one offendet be, and think I do hirn ron 
For naming of a Cuckold, in this my merry Song, 
Let him ſubſeribe his Name, and eke his Dwelling ſbe 
And he and I will ſoon agree, like Cactolat af n 


JANES 
TH 


BAC CH 


> 
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BACCHUS again C UPID. 


3652 8 


— — 
- 


— — 


r 
2 
22 | = [i — —ͤ— 
7 Rithee Friend leave off thy Thinking: 
Caſt thy Cares and Love away; 


roubles ſtill are drown'd in Drinking, 
Do not, do not then delay ; 
cchus cares not for thy VVill, 


ut will have us Drinking ſtill. 
o but view this Glaſs of Claret, 


How invitingly it looks; 
rink it quickly, or you'll marr it, 
Pox of Fighting, Sr of Books : | 
et us have good of V'Vine, 
lang him then that does repine. 


all the Drawer, bid him fill it, 

As full as ever it can hold: 

) take heed you do not ſpill it, 
'Tis more precious far than Gold ; 

* = Drink, and — TOs ove, 71 
rinking's better Sport e. 

a E 4 JOAN 
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JOAN to ber LADY. 


— 
—_ 


- 
— 
Q 


= — — 


— . - 
N 


—— . > ——————————— —„—:’ͤ — 
> 


— —— M 


Ls. ſweet now do not frown, 

| Nor in Anger call me Clown, 

| For your Servant Joan may prove, 

Like your ſelf, as deep in Love; 

| And as abſolute a Bir, 

Man's ſweet liquoriſh Tooth to fit. 
The Smock aloe the difference makes, 
"Cauſe yours is ſpun ſiner Flax. ing 


VVhat avails the Name of Madam ? 
| Came not all from Father Adam ? 
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re does one exceed the other ? 

a5 not Eve dur common Mother? 
what odds twixt you and Joan ? 

ly in my udgment, none, 

be Smock, &C. 


ies are but Blood and Bone, 

and Sinews, ſo is Joan, 

's a Piece for a Man to bore, 

ith his VVimble, your's no more. 
den what odds, &c. 


not your flaunting Tires, 

the cauſe of Men's Deſires ; 

re other Darts which Luſts purſue, 
ſe 4 has as well as you. 

en, &c. 


it care we for Glorious Lights, 
dmen are uſed in the Nights; 

in Night in VVomen-kind, 

5 __ Clowns like Sport do find: 
, &c. 


re there two in Bed together, 


have Eyes, and both have Lips; 
have Thighs, and both have Hips. . 


en, &c. 


n your Hand puts out the Candla, 
you at laſt 1 to. handle, | 
you go about to do 

t Jos Reg be done unto. 


0 can but in Conſcience ſay, 
fie, for ſname away, away, 
ing Finger in the Eye, 

you have a fteſh Supply. 


n, 


re's not a Pin to chuſe twixt either; 


8 


— 
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CONSENT at Il. 


I Adys, why doth Love torment ou? 
Cannot I your Griefs remove _- 
Is there none that can content | 
With the ſweer delights of Love? 
O No, no, no, no, uo: O No, no, no, no, "0, no, 


Beauty in a perfect Meaſure, 
Hath the Love and wiſh of all : 
Dear, than ſhall I wait the Pleaſure 
That commands my Heart and al}. 
ws O No, &c. 


4 . 


il 


, 
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[ grieve, and JO can caſe me, 
if you be fo fiercely bent; 
ving wherewithal to — me, 
Moſt I ſtill be Diſcontent? 
2 No, &C. 


am your faithful Servant, 
\nd my Love does ſtill remain; 

ill you think it ill deſerved, 

o be favour'd for my pain? 


O Ne, &c. 5 


I ſhould then but crave a Favour,” 
Which your Lips invite me to; 
in you think it ill Behaviour 
Thus to ſeal a Kiſs or my ? 

O No, &c. 


| Amazin Beauty's TE 

May I preſume your Breaſt to — 
to feel a little under, 

Will you think I do too much? 

O No, &c. 


nce more faireſt, let me try 

Now my with is fully ſped, 

all Night, I would lie cs ye, 

Shall I be refus'd your Bed. 

O No, no, n0, n0, 19: O No, 32, 0, 10, na, 0 be. 
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The Glory of all Cucxorn: 


Len Lordlings to my Story, 

I will Sing of Ceckold; Glory ; 
And thereat let none be vext, 
None can tell whoſe Turn is next : 
And tho? it now is held in ſcorn, 
I'll Sing the praiſe of noble HORN. 


Diana was a Virgin pure, 

Among the reſt Chaſte and Demure; 

But you know well that I am ſure, 

What Ates did endure : 

If Men have HORNS from ſuch as ſhe; 


I pray then let us all agree, 


D 


Inn 
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y Friend enjoy his Reſt, h 

tho' he wears Ades Creſt; * 
nor Venome at him ſpit, 

ars but what the Gods think fit. 

5 he is by [ime's Recorder, 
of great Diana's Order. 


as no Venial Sinner, 
hath a Man withia her ; 

o cut off Cuckoldr Scorns, 

cks his Head with Silver HORNS: 
the Man in Heaven's thus Dreſt, 


en on Earth like him are Bleft, 
TCC 


A True SATT R. 


Set by Mr. AXEROTYDE. 


ht 
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ONG have I grieved for to ſee 
Of all Eſtates in each Degree; 
T have Laugh'd, I have Quaft and have Wept 
And a ſtir like a Cur have I kept: 
But now here I ſtand with a Whip in my H 
Come along, come along, come along, come al 


Come you Divines that ſhould be Pure, 

-T hat keep a Man to ſerve the Cure; 

You do' Teach not to Preach, but to ſhow 

Places fine, Such Divines as you are flow : 
* Your Benefits you'll keep, whilſt another feedst 

Come along, &c. 


Come you that live ſo by the Law, 

That keep your Neighbours ſo in Awe; 

If a Hog or a Beaſt you eſpy ; 

In the Ground, to the Pound they muſt hie: 

Whole Towns you will bruit with a Pettifogę 
Come along, &c. 


Come you that brag ſo of your Wealth, 
Becauſe you have a little Pelf; 

Tis your Gold makes you ſo bold to do wre 
Men are the worſe that your Purſe is ſo ſtrong 
To build houſes high to the Peoples Miſery, 
Come along, &C. 
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at's become of the Eſtate, 

hich your Father left of late; 

ve no care for to ſpare, but to ſpend, 

bu bring ev'ry thing to an end: ( Wealth, 
Drink away your Health, and Dice away your 
along, &c. | 


you Quack-ſalvers that do kill 

mes a Patient by your Skill ; 

ill urge them to Purge and let Blood, 

ill tell that it will do them good: (the worſe, 
ill eaſe them of their Purſe, tho' their Bodies be 


along, &c. 


you Ladies that do wear 

Faſhions than Sundays in the Year ; | 
your Locks, Ribbond Knots, and filk Roſes; 
your Spots on your Face and your Noſes : 

dear Breaſts and your Back, diſcover what you lack, 
e along, &c. 


you Tradeſmen of the City, 

are ſo Cunning and ſo Witty ; 

Id know how you grow Rich ſo faſt, 

vill fwear you ſell your Ware for leſs than't coſt : 
ſe you'll give the buying, but I'll not believe the 


ve along, KC. (thing, 


along you Puritan, 

make your ſelf a Holy Maa ; N 7 

you lift up your Eyes when you Pray, 

frequent Four Sermons in a Day: 

r pretence of pure Life, and yer will Kiſs 3 
e along, &C. . (Neighbour's Wife 


ow I am ſo weary grown, 

I muſt let the reſt alone 3, ,_ 

uld flaſh more with my Laſh, did I dare, 
more, now therefore them I ſpare : _ 

reſt I leave to the Judges and the Sherafls, 

d they ſhall laſh on. 


True 


N 
: 


= 
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True CONTENT 


<Q === wo 


4 | 


Y Mind to me a Kingdom is, 
Such perfect Joys therein I find; 
'T hat it excels all other Bliſs, . 
The. World affords or grows by Kind: 
Tho' much I want that moſt would have, 
Yet ſtill my Mind forbids to crave. 


No Princely Pomp, no Wealthy ſtore, 
No force to win the Victory; 

No cunning Wit to ſalve a Sore, 
No ſhape to feed a Jovipg Eye: 

To none of theſe am I in Thrall, 

For why, my Mind to me is all. 
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I live with this my ſtay, 

no more then may ſu ce; 

bear no mighty Sway, 

hat I want, my Mind ſupplies: 
| Triumph like a King, 

with that my Mind doth bring. 


re too much, and yet do want, 
have, but wiſh no more; : 
but Poor, for much they want, 
am Rich with little ſtore : 

vr, I Rich, they Beg, I give, 
k, I leave, they Pine, I live. 


igh their Pleaſure by their Luſt, 
iſdom by the rage © of Will; 
reaſure is their only Truſt, 

rooked Craft their School of Skill: 
he Pleaſure I can find, 

ontent of a quiet Mind. 


lth is Wealth od perfect Eaſe, 
nſcience clean, my chief defence 3 
ſeek by Bribes to to pleaſe, 

y Deceit to give 

d I live, thus 8 il I die, 

Il did as well as I. 
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The Baſhful S C O! 


OCKEY late with Jemy Walking, 
On a Day in Summer Seaſon ; 

Like a Lout with his Love ſat talking, 

When he ſhould be doing Reaſon :; 


bo 


> 


ILLS S 0 


Feckey loſt, Jockey loſt, 

to Dally, his time to Dally, 
he cry'd, Sweet, ſweet, ſweet, 
any, ſhal 1? ſhall 1? 


muſt Woman uſe, 

y when they would have it, 

t Tongue ſhe did refuſe, 

her Looks did ſeem to crave it : 

he cry'd, ſtill he cry'd, 

ſhou'd dally, when he ſhou'd dally, 
nny ſweet, - toy ſweet, ſweet, 


et Jenny, ſbal 1? ſball 1? 


now was grown more willing, 

ſhe ſaw his backward dealing, 
ent her own Heart's illing, 
a Sigh her Love revealing, 

alaſs! ſaid alaſs 

would dally ; when he would dally, 
ow you ſtand Sweet, ſweet, ſweet, 

eet Jenny, Shall 1? Shall 1? 


iv'd by her Reply 
Nay was Yea, in Wooing, 
asking without © trying, 
he way to Love's Undoing ; 
he knows, now he knows, 
e ſhould dally, when he ſhould: dally,. 
Not to ſtand wee, ft weet, ſweet, 
Sweet Jenny Shad 1? Shaſt 1? 


e 
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The Vanton TRICK. 


"= any one — for a Muſical Song, 
Altho' — is — be thick, 
The ſound that it bears will raviſh his Ears, 
Whoop, tis but a Wanton Trick. 


A pleaſant young Maid on an Inſtrument | 
hat knew neither Note, nor Prick; 
She had a 2 Will to live by her Skill, 
Whoop, 


A Youth in that Art well ſeen in his Part, 
They call'd him Dariyſbire Dick, 

Came to her a Suitor, and wou'd be her Tuto! 
Whoop, &c. 


IS wy ww 
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ith his Bow he was not ſlow, 
gers were nimble and quick, 


* on his Baſs, he raviſh'd the Laſs, 


d out a Crotcher and Prick, er 
vis direction, ſhe came to perfection, | 
CC. 


ying and Wooing he ſtill would be doing, 
ald her his pretty ſweet Chick: X 
_ Motion brought her to Devotion, 

0 


d her ſo well, that backwards ſhe fell, 

wooned, as tho ſhe were ſick; 

9 his Note, that up went ber Coat, 
c 


ng of his Vol ſhe put to the Trial, 

e had the full Jegrh of the Stick ? 

1 Belly'd Lute ſhe ſer to his Hure, 
. 


e with her Lute, and he with his Flute, 
every Crotchet and Prick; 

is at leiſure, yet paid for the Pleaſure, 
&. | 


{firing burſt, her Tuten ſhe Curſt, 
ver ſhe play id with the Stick, 


ms to June ſhe was quite out of Tune, 
, &c 


heming her Hand to make the Pin ſtand, 
Muſick within her grew Thick, 
Val and Lute appeared ſome Fruit, 


tor , &c, 


d her and Taught her, until he had brought 
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And then ſhe repented, that e er ſhe 
40 have either Note or Prick; 

For Learning ſo well made her Belly to ſw 
Whoop, &c. 


All Maids that make trial of a Lure or a Ne 
Take heed how you handle the Stick: 

If you like not this Order, come try my 
Whoop, &c. 


And if that this Ditty forſooth doth not fit 
I know not what Muſick to Prick, 

There's never a Strain but in time will be 
Whoop, "tis but a Wanton Trick. 


NN 


The Sily MAI DS. 


1 


| | 
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Aids are grown ſo Coy of late, 
Forſooth they will not Marry ; 

o' they're in their Teens and paſt, 
hey ſay they yet can tarry : 

tif they knew how ſweet a thing 

t is in Youth to Marry, 

hey would ſell their Hoſe and Smock, 

'er they ſo long would tarry. 


inter Nights are long you know, 

And bitter cold the Weather, 

hen who's ſo fond to lie alone, 

When two may lie together? 

d is't not brave when Summer comes, 
With all the Fields inrolled, 

o take a Green-Gown on the Graſs, 
And wear it uncontrouled ? 


or ſhe that is moſt y of all, 
If ſhe had time and leiſure, 

ould lay away ſevereſt Thoughts, 
And turn to Mirth and Pleaſure ; 
or why, the faireſt Maid ſometimes 
Puts on the Face of Folly, 

ind Maids do ne'er repent ſo much 
As when they are too Holy, 


The 


* 
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The North-Country Man's 
on the View of London s 


Set by Ar. AKER OYDE, 


When Ize came firſt to London Town, + 
Ize war a Noviz, as many mo Men 

Ize thought the King had liv'd at the Crown, 
And all the way to Heaven had been thro't 


Ize zet up my Horſe, and Ize went to Powl:, 


Uds nigs, quoth I, what a Kirk beth here, 
Then Ize did ſwear by all Kurſon Souls, 
It was a Mile Jong, or very near. 


The tgp wor as high as any Hill; | 
A Hill, quoth I, nay as a Mountain, 


ut Ize went up With very good Will, 
ut gladder was I to come down again. 


5 
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5 I went up, my Head ga round, 

en be it known to all Kurſon People 
in is no little way fro the Ground, 
hen he's o'th' top of Paul's Steeple. 


y down my Hat, and Ize went to Pray, 

t wor not this a pitiful Caſe ? 

lie had done, it wor ſtolen away, 

od a thought Thieves had been in that place, 


vor my Hat Ize made * moan, 
ſtander by then to me ſaid, 

doſt not obſerve the Script ire aright, 
thou mun a watch'd as well as pray d. 


thence to Weſtminſter Ize went, 

ere many a brave Lawyer Ize did ſee; 
ome there had a bad intent, \ 
zure my Purſe was ſtolen from me. 


pad. 
ot rome. 


to zee the Tombs was my deſire, 

went with many brave Fellows ſtore; 

n them a Penny, that was their Hire, 

d he's but a Fool that will give any more. 


through the Rooms the Fellow me led, 
ere all the Zights were to be zeen; 
nuffling told me through the Noſe, 

at formerly the Names of thoſe had been. 


lies, quoth he, Hexty the Third, 

ou ly'ſt like a Knave, he ſays never a Word; 
re lies Richard the Second Interr'd, 

d here ſtands good King Edward's Sword. 


nder this Chair lies Jacob's Stone, 
very ſame Stone is now $1 the Chair; 


good Jeſt; had Jacob bur One? * 
got he ſo many Sons without a pair? 


JL, IV. Bs Ize 
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Ize ſtaid not there, but down with the Tide, 
Ize made great haſt, and Ize went my way ; 
For Ize was to zee the Lyons beſide, 
And the Paris-Garden all in a Day. 


When Ize came there, Ize was in a Rage, 
Ize rail'd on him that kept the Bears; 

Inſtead of a Stake, was ſuffer'd a Stage, 
And in Hunks his Houſe a Crew of Players. 


Then through the Bridge to the Tower Ize went 
With much ado Ize entered in: 

And after a Penny that I had ſpent, 
One with a loud Voice did thus begin, 


This Lyon's the King's, and that's the Queen's 
And this is the Princes that ſtands hereby: 

With that I weat near to look in the Den, 
Cods body! quoth he, why come you ſo nig 


Ize made great haſte unto my Inn, 
Ize Zupt, and Ize went to Bed betimes ; 
Ize Slept, and Ize Dream'd what I had Zeen, 
And wak'd again by Cheap-ſide Chimes, 
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Clown, | 


DUR Courtiets ſcorn we Country Clowns, 
We Country Clowns care not for Court; 


e'll be as merry u the Downs, me 
you are at Midnight with. all your Sport. 


wk, you Hunt, you tie upon Pallets, 
Eat, you Drink, the Lord knows how; 
t upon Hillocks, and pick up our Sallets, 
d drink up a Sillibub under a Cow. | 
With s Fadding, &. 


F 2 Your, 


» W.:iav of the Courtier and the County 


£ 
PI 


A 
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Your Maſques are made for Knights and Lord 
And Ladies that go fine and gay; 
We Dance to ſuch Muſick the Bag - pipe afford 


And trick up our Laſſes as well as we may. 
With a Fadi 


Your Cloaths are made'of Silk and Sattin, 
And ours are made of good Sheeps Grey; 
You mix your Diſcourſes with pieces of Latin, 


We ſpeak our Engliſh as well as we may. 
With a Fadi 


Your Chambers are hung with Cloth of arr, 
Our Meadows bedeck'd as fine as may be; 
And from our Sport -= never ſhall bar us, 
Since Joan in the Dark, is as good as my Lu 
f With a Fadi 


You Courtiers clip and cull upon Beds, 
We Jumble our Laſſes upon the Graſs ; 
And when we have gotten their Maiden-heads, 
They ſerve to make a Courtier's Laſs. 
| With a Fali 


You Dance Courants and the French Braul, 

We Jig the Morris _ the Green; 
And we make as good ſport in a Country-Hal 
As you do before the King and the Guam, 
With a Fol 


Then Ladies do not us diſdain, | 
Although we wear no gaudy Cloaths; 
You'll find as much Pith in a Country Swain, 


When he plucks up your gay Embroider'd\ 
With a Fai 
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ALLAD calldCoox-Lorxxreti; The 
Words by BEN. Jonunson, 


t-Lorrel would needs have the Devil his Gueſt, 
And bid him once into the Peak to Dinner; 

e never the Fiend had ſuch a Feaſt, | 
vided him yet at the charge of a Sinner. 


omach was — (for coming there Coach'd) 
jogging had caus'd ſome Crudities riſe ; 

Ip it he call'd for a Puritan poach'd, 

t uſed to turn up the Eggs of his Eyes. 


o recovered unto his Wiſh, 

ſat him down, and he fell to Eat; 

oter in Plumb-broth was the firſt Diſh, 
own privy Kitchin had no ſuch Meat.“ 


o' with this he much were taken, 

on a ſudden he ſhifted his Trencher, 

n as he ſpied the Bawd and Bacon, 

this you may note the Devil's a Wencher. 


F 4 
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Six pickled * ſliced and cut, 

Sempſters, Tire-women, fit for his Pallet; 
Wich Feather-Men and Perfumes put, 

Some Twelve in a Charger to make a grand 


A Rich fat Uſurer ſtew'd in his Marrow, 

And by him a Lawyers Head and Green-ſawy 
. Both which his Belly took in like a Barrow, 
As if till then he had never ſeen Sawce. 


Then Carbonado'd and Cook'd with pains, 
Was brought up a Cloven Serjeant's Face; 

The Sawce was made of the Yeoman's Brains, 
That has been beaten out with his own Mace, 


Tuo roaſted Sheriffs came whale to the Board, 
(The Feaſt had nothing been without 'em) 

Both living and dead they were Fox'd and Fr 
Their Chains like Sauſages hung about 'em, 


The very next Diſh was the Mayor of a Town, 
Wirth a N of Maintenance thruſt in hit 
Like a Gooſe in the Feathers dreſt in his Gown, 
And his couple of Hinch-Boys boil'd to a Je 


A London Cuckold hot from the ſpit, 
And when the Carver up had broke him; 
The Devil chopt up his Head at a bit, 
But the Horns were very near like to have choa 


The Chine of a Letcher too there was roaſted, 
With a plump Harlot's Haunch and Garlick 
A Pandor's Pettitoes that had boaſted 
Himſelf for a Captain, yet never was Warlik 


A large fat Paſty of a Midwife hot, 
And for cold bak'd Meat into the Story ; 
A reverend Painted Lady was brought, 


And Coffin'd in Cruſt till now ſhe was hoary 
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(ſe, an overgrown Juſtice of the Peace, 

h a Clark like a Gizard thruſt under each Arm; 
Varrants for Sippets laid in his own Greaſe, 
over a Chaffing-diſh to be kept warm. 


owl of a Jaylor ſerved for Fiſh, 
onſtable ſous'd with Vinegar by; 
Aldermen-Lobſters afleep in a Diſh, | 
eputy-Tart, a Church-Warden-Pye. 


hich devour'd he, then for a cloſe, 

| for a full Draught of Darly call; 
awd the * Veſſel up to his Noſe, 
d left not till he drank up all. 


from the Table he gave a ſtart, ̃ 
here Banquet and Wine were nothing ſcarce; 
hich he ſtarted away with a Fart, 


m whence it was called the Devil's Arſe, 
there he made ſuch a breath with the Wind, 


e hole too ſtanding open the while; 
the ſcent of the Vapour before and behind, 
th foully perfumed moſt part of the Iſle. 


this was Tobacco, the Learned ſuppoſe, 

ich ſince in Country, Court and Town; 

e Devil's Gliſter-pipe ſmoaks at the Noſe 
Polecat and Ma of Gallant and Clown. 


which wicked Weed, with Swine's-fleſh and Ling, 
any thing elſe that's feaſt for the Fiend ; 

Captain and we cry God ſave the King, 

d ſend him good Meat and Mirth without end. 
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A Juſt BAR GAIN. 


„ 
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Am a Lover, and tis true; 
Fair Daphne I'm in Love with you; 
Woman thou art, for ought J ſee, 
Yet more aſſur'd I wiſh to he: 


PII ILS to Purge Melanchoh. 


Trial then do not refuſe, 
Men in their Bargains uſe: 


feel the Pullen when they lay, 
ey be Plump, and ſo wou'd I 

ride their Nags, and try their Pace, 
like would I do in this caſe. 

> will buy Land, e' er they do know, 
at Fruit on it is apt to grow? 


if any of my Parts, or all, 

will then to Tryal call, 
{hall both ſee, and feel, and taſte, 
you repent your Bargain paſt: 

n Part with Part let us Compare, 
re's no Deceir in open Ware. 


r Legs and Feet are ſtrait and fine, 
look you here pray what are mine? 
have a round and luſty Thigh; 

look you here, pray what have I? 
\et that part that all muſt bind, 

ew not, leaſt you ſtrike me Blind. 


2040400500, $$44$$3444 04S: 
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Have been Eaſt, and I have been Weſt, 

I have been far in the North-Cauntry; 

J have drank Wine and Beer of the beſt, 
And Liquor that Men call Jp/e. 


I've been in Flanders and in France, 


I've been in Spain and Italy; | 5 
And I've ſeen many a Man by chance, 

Fall down to the Ground with 1p/e. S 
The ſtrongeſt Wine in Flanders or Spain, M 

Or yet in the Palſgrave's Country, 4 


& nothing like t'our Engliſh Ale, 
That Liquor cf Life, call'd Ipſe. 


The ſtrongeſt Soldier that ever did fight, 
Or the braveſt Commander of a Marſbalſea, 
May be brought to the Ground, I hold him a Gr 
If he ſwagger too long with 7pſe. 


The Preacher, the Teacher, the Prieſt and the C 
The Doctor of Law and Divinity; 

May ftumble and fall ſometimes in the Dark, 
It their Caps be fudled with 1p/e. 


It. makes grave Counſellors ſlumber and ſleep, 
When they ſhould ſpeak they cannor ſee, 
9 fit like Momes, for want of Wit, 
hen their Caps be fudled with Ipſe. 
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Ll whifling Gallants of the Inns of Court, 
binder their Studies certainly, 

je ſometimes glad to pawn their Suit, | 
; fudling their Caps with 1p/e. | 


Papiſt, the Puritan Proteſtant too, 

d all other Religions whatever they be, 
pin ſome Points they cannot agree, 

t none of them differ in 1p/e. 


aylor that tats more Bread at a Meal, 
an any Tradeſman does at three, 
penny Loaf will ſerve him a Week, 
his Cap be fudled with Ipſe. 


Smith and the Shoemaker is not behind, 
ey never were, nor never will be, 

be Drunk, tis but their Kind, 

fuddle their Caps with Igſe. 


:deſmen they would but forego, - 
e Vices that hinder their Quality, 
Malt-man may go hang himſelf, 

4d the Brewer with his ſtrong 1p/e- 


Ther 
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The Growth of c Vc ROL DO 


I Find Jam a Cuckold, 
I care not who doth know it; 
I is my Doom, therefore welcome, 
L mean to undergo it. 
Hhith makes me ſing, Come along, come along, 
All you that deride or ſeorn, 
The proudeſt he who e er he be, 
Perchance will wear the Horn. 


The Parſon of our Pariſh, 

That no Man thinks Polluted, 
Along with me for Company, 

He kindly goes Cornuted. 
wag makes me ſing, come along, &c. 
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rkſom Paſſion, 

et there is no fear on't, 
Ague Fit they come by it, 
entlemen are clear ont. 
(9, &c. 


vſand in this Kingdom, 

bject to this Branding, 

nes and Knights, and City Wights, 
ant of Underſtanding, 

<, &c. 


| Jeſt that ever T heard, 

wore his Wife was Conſtant, 

ehind the Screen, and a Door between, 
a5 * in an Inſtant. 

ich, C. 


minſer in Term time, 

all the Lawyers Muſters, 

:ksin May you may ſee them play, 
h wr V.lyet Shooes in Cluſters. 
pic, CC. 


walk the Town of Lindon, 

ze the Flat-caps call Men Couſins, 
look about my Maſters our, 
find Thirteen to the Dozen. 

makes me ſing, Come along, come along, 
u that deride or ſcirn, 

uteſt he who Cer he be, 

arce will wear the Horn. 
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If every Woman was ſerv'd in her We... 


F every VVoman was ſerv'd in her Kind, 
And every Man had his due Deſert, 

The Rooms in Bridewel would be well lin'd, 

And a Coach would not paſs in the Streets for: 
Yet I'm a little vex'd at the Heart, 

And fain wou'd I have my grief to be known, 
The Pariſh would have me play a kind Part, 

And Father a Child that is none of my own. 


Full Twelve Months I croſs'd the Seas, 
Mean time I was croſt as much on the Land, 
Fer all the while my Wife ſat at her eaſe, 
And had her Companions at her Command; 
There's never a Gallant but ſet at her Hand, 
And ſaid it was pity ſhe ſhould be alone, 
And now they would have me ſubſcribe to a Bot 
Ard Father, &c. 


oh 


ber 
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Father take care for his Child, 

jeck to provide for the Mother and that, 
'm a Buck, I am not ſo Wild, 

ailup my Horns for another Man's Hat, 
r grieve, but let it paſs, 
tis my Fortune to be overthrown, 

m an Ox, I'll ne'er be an Aſs, 

þ:r, &c. 


may be made a Cuckold by chance, 
put out another Man's Child to Nurſe, 
odwink his Horns with Ignorance, 

e that's a Wittal is ten times worſe ; 
at knows his Croſs and his Curſe, 

{till will be led by a Strumpet's Moan, 
and ſell Horns at Britain's Burſe, 
athering, &c. 


that you will be my Judge, 

that Man wonderful baſe, 

another Man's Slave and his Drudge, 

ſell all his Credit for Diſgrace ? 

as never ſprung from that Race, 

all that my Seed that another hath ſown, 
|| never look our King in the Face, 

». Merther a chli cher is none of my own, 


d, 

for i 

JW: 

| *% 7M 
FF FF 

vn. Su 


be 


id, 415 
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4BALLA D of Old Pxovn 


Prithee Sweet-heart grant me my deſire, 
For I am thrown as the old Proverb goes, 
Out of the Frying-pan, into the Fire, 
And there is none that pities my Woes. 
Then hang or drown thy ſelf, my Muſe, 
For there is not a T- d to chuſe. 


Moſt Maids prove Coy of late, tho' they ſeem! 
Yet I believe they are all of a- Mind; 

Like unto like, quoth the Devil to the Collier, 
And they'll be true when the Devil is Blind: 

Let no one truſt to their deſire, 

For the burnt Child ſtill dreads the Fire, 


15 | 
to 
le 


What tho' my Love as white as a Dove is, 

Yet you would ſay, if you knew all within; 
Shitten come Shite the beginning of Love is, 
And for her Fayour I care not a Pin: 
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» of mine ſhe e' er ſhall be, 
rence of her Company. 


g' her Diſdainfulneſs my Heart hath Cloven, 
am of ſo ſtately a Mind; 

rezp in her A- to bake in ber Oven, 

tis an old Proverb, that Cat will to kind: 

il ay until I die, 

and be hang'd, that's twice Good-by. 


p Enjoyments, nor Comfort I can take, 
that regards not the worth of a Lover; 
is as good for a Sow, as a Pancake: 

ow that Gudgeon, I'll Fiſh for another, 

r regards my aking Heart, 

lare a Tale, ſhe'll let a Fart. 


ſure as my Shoe is made of Leather, 

put good adviſement and fortunate helps; 

) ſhall ne'er ſet our Horſes together, | 
e's like a Bear being rob'd of her Whelps: 
or me it ſhall ne'er be ſaid, | 
brought an old Houſe over your Head. 


is my Counſel to young Men that Wooe, 
well before you leap, handle your Geer; 
Mou Wink and Shite, you'll ne'er ſee what you do, 
„ o may take a wrong Sow by the Ear: 

e prove her ſelf a Flurt, 

ie may do as does my Shirt. 


ck, or fall Edge, I never ſhall bound be, 
ake a Match with Tag-rag, and — 
ts born to hang, never ſhall drown'd be, 

15 beſt cheap, if you hit not the Nail; 

toil Gratis in the Dirt, 

ic ſhall do as does my Shirt. 


g | Cupid 
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Cur1D 10 PnrsicIAN. Set by 8.1 
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8. Reſtleſs Lover I eſpy d, 
4 That went from Place to Place, 
* 


down and turn'd from Side to Side, 
And ſometimes on his Face; 

— MM: when thoſe Med'cines were apply'd, 
ls hopes of Intermiſſion, 

Le one that found no eaſe, he cry d, 
Has Cupid no Phyſician, 


hat do thoſe Ladies with their Looks, 
Their Kiſſes and their Smiles; 

n no Receipt in thoſe fair Books, 
Repair their former Spoils ? 

tthey complain as well as we, 

Their Pains have no remiſſion 

d when both Sexes wounded be, 

Hath Cupid 2 Phyſician, 


ave we ſuch Palſies and ſuch Pains, 
Such Feavers and ſuch Fits, 

o quick Efſential Chimick Grains, 
No Zſculapius Wits? 

o Creature can beneath the Sun, 
Prevail in oppoſition, 

nd when ſuch Wonders may be done, 
Hath, &c. 


to what Poiſons do they dip, 

Their Arrows and their Darts, 
hat touching but our Fingers ends, 
The pain doth prick our Hearts, 
ow I perceive before I get, 

Into the Inquiſition, 

earth never had a Surgeon yet, 

Nor Cupid # Phyſician. 
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The Toung Maid's Por T1o0x, 


| NO all my Friends are laid in Grave, 
And nothing they have left me, 
But a Mark a Year my Mother gave, 
By which for to protect me: 
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e on the Leagure ſtill, 


4s brave as any Laay, 
And all is with a Mark a Year, 


The which my Mother gave me. 


y Pimps at my Command, 
oach upon me tending, 
one be cut or flafh'd, 
ny one Offending, 
bear me out of all the Rout, 
A: brave as any La, 
And all is with a Mark a Year, 
The which my Mother gave me. 


h Commode, my Damask Gown, 
Jac'd Shoes of Spaniſh Leather, 
er-Bodkin in my Head, 

a dainty Plume of Feather, 

e Tobacco with a Grace, 


At brave as any Lady, 
And all it with a Mark a Year, 


The which. my Mother gave me. 


d, a Knight, a Gentleman, 
elcome to my Oven ; 

nical Courtier with his Tricks, 
joſe Beard's but newly ſhaven, 
ne to me, whoe'er he be, 
welcome ſtill as may be, 
a mercy Mother, for thy Gift 

a Portion for a Lady. 


D 
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The Res0LUTIoON, Set by Ar. N 


\T Ow fie upon a Jealous Brain, 
That doth his Love. miſtruſt, 


Whddſe ſcorching Blood runs through each Veit, 


To Judge his Looks unjuſt : 
Give me that noble minded Heart, 
That never will do ſo, 
But Loves by Nature, not by Art, 
And let all others ge. 
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Let no Man think that Cupid's Shot, 
Can wound an Honeſt Breaſt, 

He that ſtill fears a Jealous Plot, 
Will never live at reſt: 

That Man I love that hates to fear 
The ſlander of a Foe, 

'Tis he that ſhall my Fayour wear, 
And let all others go. 


If any do my Vertue Praiſe, 
And thinks to flatter me, 
His Subtile Tongue his Heart betrays, 
Ulis Follies I can ſee; 
That Man Fl have, will not ſuſpect, 
An honeſt Woman's No, 
'Tis he ſhall be my choice EleQ, 
And let, &c. 


Some Men by Witchcraft ſeek to gain, 
Their Love with charmed Spice, 
Such Love I ſcorn to entertain, 
Fram'd by a baſe device ; | 
I'll humour him that ſeeks no Charms, 
Nor Cerberus Cups below, 
I' hug him in my Ivory Arms, 
And let, &c. 


He that threatens when I ſmile, 
Il vex him when he weeps; 

He that Loves but a Watching while, 
11 Horn him when he Sleeps: 

But he that with unſpotted Breaſt, 
Bears Love as pure as Snow, 

Shall be my Gueſt at Capia's Feaſt, 
And les all others go. 


'LOVE 
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LOVE for LOVE. Set by A. 
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Hall 1 waſting in Deſpair, 
Die becauſe : Fair, * 


Or make pale my Cheeks with C 


Becauſe anothers Roſie are: 
Be ſhe Fairer than the Day, 
Or the flowry Mead in May, 
If ſhe think not well of me, 
What care I how Fair ſhe be, 
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yy fooliſh Heart be pin'd, 
| ſee a Woman's kind; 
ell-diſpoſed Nature 

with a comely Feature? 
d, or kinder than 
r:le-Dove, or Pelican: 

e not ſo to me, 

ue I how Kind ſhe be. 


Woman's Vertue move, 
iſh for her Love; 

Merits Value known, ' 

e quite forget my own ? 
ith Goodneſs bleſt, 

deſerve of Men the beſt ; 
not ſo to me, 

I how good ſhe be. 


er Fortune ſeems too high, | 

play the fool and Die ? L 
bears a noble Mind, ' RE 

tward Helps ſhe find: 2. | 

what with them ſhe will do, 
thout them ſhe dares Wooe ; 
leſs that Mind I ſee, | 
eL how good ſhe be. 1 


ood, or Kind, or Fair, | 1 28.4 
er the more Deſpair; | t , N20 % 

e me, this believe, 10 L 

e'er ſhe ſhall Grie ve: 

ght me when I Wooe, 

on and flight her too; 

e be not fit for me, 92 

el for whom ſhe be. 0 „-w. i 9 
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The Country Man's DELIGH 


N Summer time, when Flowers do Spring, 
And Birds fit on a Tree; 
Let Lords and Knights ſay what they will, 
There's none ſo Merry as we: 
There's M and Mol, 
Here's Harry and Dol, 
With Brian and bonny Berty ; 
Oh, how they did jerk it, 
Caper and ferk it, 
Under the Green- wood Tree. 


Our Muſick in a little Pipe, 
That can ſo ſweetly play; 

W hom we do hire from Whitſontidr, 
III Jatter Lamas-day ; | 
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On Sabbath-days, 

and Holy-days, 
C. 


er Evening» Prayer comes he: 
ud then, g 


play us Adam and Eve, ous Dick, 
t's that, ſays little Pipe 

e beginning o'ch” World, quoth Dick, 
we are Dancing-ripe: 

ts that you call, 

Then have at all, 

plaid with a merry Glee: 

) then, &c. 


mes our Gaffer Underwood, 

| ſets him on the Bench; 

ife and Daughter Ne'er 

t pretty round-fac'd Wench ; 
There's Neighbour Chuck, 

nd Habakkuk, 

y all come there to ſee : 


) how, &c. 4 


thence we go to Sir Wiliam's Ground, 
a Rich Old Cub is he ; 

dere we Dance around, around, 

the Devil a Penny we ſee : 

tom thence we get, 


0 Somerſet, | 
re — 
d there, &c. 


g 


eden sessel 


The Second PART. 


Lord's Son muſt not be forgot, 
So full of merry Jeſt; 

zus to ſee the Girls ſo hot, 

jumps in with the reſt ; 


G 2 | He 
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II. doch them aſſail 
With his Calves-Tail, 


And he thruſts it into ſee, 
O how they do, &c. 


A Pox of all thoſe ſnuffling Knaves, 
That do our Sports deſpiſe; 
We value not the ſneaking Slaves, 
They're more preciſe than Wiſe: 
Bors on them all 
Both great and ſmall, 
And ſuch Hy pocriſe: 


For we wil, &c. 


Tho bonny Ned do bear the Bell, 
Mongſt Gallants gay and gaudy ; 
Our Margery's as light as ſhe, 
And yet ſhe is not Baudy : 
When ſhe with truſty Arthur meets, 
And Bcb with Barnaby ; 
O] how they ao frig it, 
Jump it and Jigg it, 
Under the Green-wood-Tree. 


We fear no Plots of Jews or Scots, 
Poor we are jolly Swains ; 
With Plow and Cow, and Barley-Mow, 
We buſie all our Brains: | 
No City Cares, | 
Nor Merchant's Fears 
Of Wreck, or Piracy; 
Therefore we can Flant it, 
Revel and Rant it, 
Under the Green-woed Tree. 


O'er Hills and Dales, and 1hitſon-4les, 
We Dance a Merry fit; 8 
When Suſan ſweet with John doth meet, 
She gives him Hit for Hit: 
From Head to Foot, 
She holds him to'r, 


And Jumps as high as he; 


0 how they do ſpring it, 
launce it and fling it, 
the Green-wood Tree. 


Ribbond red in Hat on Head, 
g Ralph doth skip and jump; 
as a new long Scarf of blue, 

at reaches to her Rump. 

With Petticoats, 

As light as Moats, 

ich in the Sun we ſee; 

0! m they did kip it, 

Trample and Trip it, 

ler the Green-waod Tree. 


me is ſpent with more content, 
City, Court, or Camp; 

ar no Covent - Garden Gout, 

[ Pickadilly Cr amp: 

From Scurvy we 

Are always free, 

d evermore ſhall be; 

So long as we MWhisk it, 

Frig it and frick it, 

the Green-wood Tree. 


e Fillies, Kids, or Lambs; 

ave no twinge to make us cringe 
crinkle in the Hams : 

When ſome Diſeaſe 
Doth on us ſeize, 
th one Conſent go we 
To Jigg it and Jirk it, 
Caper and Ferk it, 

the Green-wood Tree. 


we're well fir'd, and almoſt tit d, 
at Night is drawing on: 

that we muſt confeſs (as juſt) 

ir Dancing day is done: 
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eads and Launs, we trip like Faung, 


725 
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The Night is ſpent 

With more content, 
For then we all agree ; 

To Cock it and Dock it, 


Smock and Knock it, 
Under the Green-wood Tree. 
CTT 


A Mock S oN c to, Ob, lead me to ſome 
ful Gloom, To the ſame Tune. WW 


H, oh, lead me, lead me to ſome peaceful 
Where none but honeſt, none but honeſt, 

1 | (Fellows 

Where our Wives, our Wives Clappers never &— 
never, never 

But an eternal Huſh, an eternal Huſh goes round 
There let me drown in Wine my Pain, 
There let me drown in Wine my Pain, 
And never, never think of Home, never, never! 
| (of Home, never, never think of! 
Never, never, never, never, never think of Home 
What Comfort, what Comfort, what Comfort 
(Husband 


Who Marries, who Marries to be a Slave? 
What Comfort, what Comfort can a Husband h 
Who Marries, who Marries, who Marries to be * 
More a Slave, to, to be more, to, to be more, to, 


(more, more a. 
o 
e 1 
| Ys $4 1 Il t 


4 


* 
- * => © 
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Three Gloriaus 7 bings. 


Set by Mr. TENOE. 


is my Delight both Night and Day, 
o Praiſe the Women as much as I may; 

hree things be glorious, | | 

ll tell you if Þ can, 

Sun, an Angel, and a Woman. 

It s my Delight both Night and Day, 

to Praiſe the Women as much as I may. | 

Gs Three 
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Three things be Precious, 
I'll tell you if .I can, 
Bright Pearl, fine Gold, and a Woman. 
It is my Delight, &c. | 


Three things there be Lowring, 
T'll tell you If I can, 
A Pidgeon, a Turtle-Dove, and a Woman, 
It is my Delight, &c. 


Three things there be Loving, 
TIl tell you if I can, 
An Ape, an old Fox, and a Woman. 
It is my Delight, &c. 


Three things will be Angry, 
I'll tell you if I can, 
A Waſp, a Weaſel, and a Woman. 
It is my Delight, &c. © 


Three things will be ſcratching, 
I'lI tell you if I can, 
A Cat, a Brier, and a Woman. 
It is my Delight, &c. 


Three things will be a Chattering, 

TI tell ou if 1 Can, 

A Pye, a Popinjay, and a Woman. 
It is my Delight, &c. 


Three things will lie cloſe to a Man, 
I' tell you if I can, 
A Flea, a Louſe, and a Woman. 
It is my Delight, &c. 


Three things muſt be Beaten, 
I' II tell you if I can, 
A Stock-fiſh, a Mill-ſtone, and a Woman. 
It is my Delight, „ 5 


Cs . 
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ee things muſt be ſtuffed, 


tell you if I can ; 
ding, a Cuſhion, and a Woman. 
It is, &C. 


hh. 


ee things there are ill to Tame, 

tell you if I can, 

evil, a Wild-Colt, and a Woman, 
1: is, &c. 


ee things there are will make you Lean, 
tell you if I can, 

oy ſmall drink, and a curſt Quean. . 
It is, OC, y | 


theſe three Plagues, I'II pray as I can, 
els * to keep n Man. 
It u, &C. 


Dee S980 soso dass — . 
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was a Lady in the North-Country, 


i Lay the Bent to the Bonny Broom, 
And the had lovely Daughters three, 
Fa, la la la, fa, la la la ra re. 


There was a Knight of Noble worth, 
Lay the Beut, &c. 

Which alſo lived in the North, 
Fa, lag &c. 


The Knight of Courage ſtout and brave, 
Tay the Bens, &c, 
A Wife he did deſire to have, 

Fa la, &o. 


He knocked at the Lady's Gate, 
Lay the Bent, &c. 

One Evening when it was late, 
Fa la, &c. 


The youngeſt Siſter let him in, 

Tay the Bent, &c. ; 

And pinn'd the Door with a Silver Pin, 
Fa la, &c. 


The ſecond Sifftr ſhe made his Bed, 

| the Bent, &c. ; 

And laid ſoft Pillows under his Head, 
Fs la, &c. 


The Youngeſt that ſame Nigbt, 
Lay the Bent, &c. 
She went to Bed to this young Knight, 
Fa la, &c 


And in the Morning when it was Day, 
Lay the Bent, &c. Et 
Theſe words unto him ſhe did ſay, 


Fa la, &c. 


Now you have had your will (quoth ſhe) 
Lay the Bent, &c. 
I pray Sir Knight you Marry me, 


a 


young brave Knight to her reply'd, 
the Bent, &. 

1 Maid ſhall not be deny d, 
la, XC 


u can'ſt anſwer me Queſtions three, 
the Bent, &c. 
very Vay I will Marry thee, 


la, 


Fir, in Love, O then quoth ſhe, 
the Bent, &c. 
me what your three Queſtzans — 


la, &c. 


ut is longer than the Wer 22 
the Bent, &c. 
hat is deeper than the Se? 


la, &c. 


hat is louder than a Hort 
the Bent, &c. 

i ſharper than a Thom? | 
#4, XC 


bat is greener han ha Subd: 

the Bent, KC. 

hat i BY worſe than a Woman SAN 
c. 6 | 


ove is longer than the way, 
Lay the Bent, &c. 
leſl is deeper chan the Sea, 


4, CC. 


hunder's louder then the Horn, 

the Bent, &c. 

oy = $ ſharper than a Thorn, 
C. 
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e Damſel's Anſwer to the Three Queſtions. .. 
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And Poyſors greener than the Graſs, 
Lay the Bent, &c. 


And whe Devil's worſe than the Wow Was, 


Fa la, &c. 


When ſhe theſe Queſtions anſwered med 


Lay the Bent, &c. 
The Knight became exceeding glad, 
Fa la, &c. 


And having truly try'd her _ 


Lay the Bent, &c. 
He much commended her for 1 ie; 
Fa la, &c. 


And after as tis verifi d, 
Lay the Bent, &c. 

He made of her his loyely Bride, 
Fa la, &c. 


So now fair Maidens all ane" 
Lay the Bent, &c. 
Thi? 8 dedicate to you, 
Fa la, 


I wiſh that you may Conſtant prove, 
Lay the Bent to the bonny Broom, 
Unto the Man that you do _ 
Fs, ls la la, fa, ls la la rare. 
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The Cumberland LASS. 


re was a Laſs in Cumberland, 

A bonny Laſs of high Degree: 
was a Laſs, her: Name was Net, IF 
blitheſt Laſs that e er you fee: ' : 
Jed to me, to Bed te me, & 0 

Laſs that comes to Bed to me: 


nd bonny may ſbe be, : 
Laſs that comes to Bed to me. 


Ather loy'd her polling well / 4.5 541 
1d her Brother fancy Nell: 

| their Loves came ſhorr of mine, 

Jar as Tweed is from the Tyne, 

0b! ro Bed to me, to Bed to me, & c. 


d five Dollars in a.Cheſt,, © | 

Ir of them ſhe gave to me; 

it her Mother's Winding-Sheer, 

all to make a Sark for me, 
0b! 20 Bed to me, 10 Brd'06 me; Ge,” 8 * 
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She pn a Box out of her Purſe, 
Of four Gold Rings ſhe gave me three ; 
She thought her ſelf no whit the worſe, 
She was ſo very kind to me, 

Oh! to Bed to me, to Bed to me, &c. 


5 
* 
bo — 


If I were Lord of all the North, 
To Bed and Board ſhe ſhould be free, 
| For why, ſhe is the bonnieſt Laſs, 
| Thar is in all her own Country, 
Oh! to Bed to me, &c. 


Her Cherry-Cheeks and Ruby Lips, 
Doth with the Damask Roſe agree, 
With other Parts which I'll not Name, 
Which are ſo pleaſing unto me : 

Ob! to Bed to me, &c. 


| me I Sous rid both * and — 
nd been in many a ſtrange Country, 
Yet never met with ſo kind 2 Lak. 73g 
Compar'd with Cumberland Nely ; 
Oh! to Bed to me, &c, + 


When I embrace her in my Arms, 

She takes it kind and courteouſly, 
And hath ſuch pretty winning Charms, 
3 The like whereof you ne'er did ſee: 
wo Oh! to Bed to me, Ke. 


There's not a Laſs in Cumberland - 
To be compar'd to ſmiling Nel, 
She hath ſo ſoft and white a Hand, 
And ſomething more that I'll not tell, 
Oh ! te Bed to me, dc. 75 


Up to m Chamber. l her got . N 9. 
There I did treat her courteouſly, 


1 


* *. * 
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er, I thought it was her Lot 
y all Night and Lig with me, 
0h! ro Bed to me, &C. 


ety Rogue, could not ſay nay, 
by conſent we did agree, 

be for a fancy, there ſhould ſtay, 
come at night to Bed to me; 

h! to Bed to me, &c. 


ade che Bed both broad and wide, 

wich her Hand ſhe ſmooth'd it down; 
d me thrice, and ſmiling ſaid, 

Love, I fear thou wilt ſleep to ſoon : 

h! to Bed ro me, &c. 


y Bed J haſted ſtrait, 
preſently ſhe follow'd me, * 
in vain to make her wait, 

a Bargain muſt a Bargain be, 

Dh! to Bed to me, &c. 


| embrac'd this lovely Las, 
ſtrok'd her Wem fo bonnily, g 
the reſt we'll let it paſs, | \ 
ſhe afterward ſung Lulaby ; 14 
Bed to me, to Bed to me, x 4 
Laſt that came to Bed to me, 
d bonny ſure was ſbe, 
Laſs that came to Bed to me. 


= 


— 
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Ibe Northumberland BAG P 1} 


Shepherd ſet him under a Thorn, 
He pull'd out his Pipe and began for top 
It was on a Mid-ſummers-day in the Morn, 
For Honour of that Holy-day : 


A Ditty he did chant along, 


That goes to the Tune of Cater-Bordee, 
And this was the burthen of his Song, 
If thou wilt Pipe Lad, I'll dance to thee, 
to thee, to thee, derry, derry, to thee, &C. 


100. 


to p 
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If this Harmony he did make, 

try Damſel from the Town, 

on her Arm ſhe had, y 

hering Ruſhes on the Down ; 

ace of Wended Straw; 
the Sun's hot Beams her Face is free, 
ſhe began when ſhe him ſaw, < 
wilt Pipe Lad, TI Dance to thee, &c. 


pu!l'd out his Pipe, and began to ſound, 
tempting on her Back ſhe lay, 
his quavering Note ſhe found, | 
weetly then this Laſs could Play : P! 
d all Jumps, and ſhe reveal'd, 
pt all Time with Harmony, 
ing on him, ſighing ſaid, 
wilt Pipe Lad, TI Dance to thee, &Cc. 


rſo much as bluſhed at all, 

uſick was ſo charming ſweet, 

anon to him ſhe'd call, 

id him active, turn and meet: 

art a boon Shepherd's Swain, 

Laſs am come to Wooe thee, 

me another double Strain, 

wr not but I will Dance to thee, & e. 


am but a filly Maid, 

Cer was brought up at Dancing-School, 
to the Jig that thou haſt plaid, 

nd that f can keep Time and Rule: 

that you keep your Stops aright, 

epherd, I am reſolv'd to view thee, 
me the Damſel's chief Delight, 

wer doubt but 11 Dance to thee, &c. 


herd again did Tune his Pipe, 
laid her a Leſſon loud and ſhrill, 
el his Face did often wipe, 


namy a Thank for his Good Will; 


e 
i 


i 
| 
ic 
F 
| 
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And ſaid, I was ne er ſo pleas'd before, 
And this is the firſt time that I knew thee, 

Come play me this very Jig once more, 
And never doubt but I'11 Dance to thee, &c. 


The Shepherd, he ſaid, as I am a Man, 
I have kept Tong from Morning till No 
Thou know'ſt I can do no more than I can; 4 
My Pipe is clearly out of Tune; 
To ruin a Shepherd I'll not ſeek, 
Said ſhe, for why ſhould I undo thee, 
I can come again to the Down next Week, 
And thou ſhalt Pipe, and Til Dance to thee, 
to thee, to thee, derry, derry to thee. 


Toto ore 061nr tn a o{olotororns i 


The Hide-Park Fa orie. 


Evening & little before it was dark, 
g, tan tara rara tan- vivee; 

for my Gelding, and rid to de- pan, 
tara, rara tan- ti vee; 

n the merry Month of May, 
eadows and Fields were n Gay, 
wers apparell'd as bright as the Day, 

git upon my Tan-tives. 


i ſhone brighter than the Skies, 

an tara, rarà Tan-tivee, 

vels and Gold, and Ladies Eyes, 

arkled, and cry'd, come fee me; 

arts of England, Hide-park hath the Name, 
ches and Horſes and Perfons of Fame, 

at firſt ſight like à Field full of Flame, 
vich made me Ride up Tan-tivee. 


h not been ſuch ſight ſince Adam i, 
wig, Ribbond, and Feather, 

may be term'd the Market of Madams, 
Fair, chuſe you whither : = 
owns were a Yard too long for their Legs, 
v'd like the Rain-bow eut into Rags, 

n of Flowers, or a Navy of Flags, 

ben they did all mingle together. 


— 
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Among all theſe Ladies, I ſingled out one, 
to prattle of Love and Folly; - 
I found her not Coy, but jovial as Juan, 
or Betty, or Marget, or Molly: © el c 
With honours and Love, and ſtories of Chan 
My Spirits did move, and my Blood ſhe ad 
With Twenty Quadundrums, and Fifty Five! 
Tad have been at her Tan-tivee. 


We talk'd away time until it grew dark, 
the Place did begin to grow privy * 
For Gallants began to draw out of the Pal, 
to their Horſes did gallop Tan-tivee: 

But finding my. Courage a little to come, { 
J ſent my Bay Gelding away by the Groom, ds 
And proffer'd my Service to wait on her H 
In her Coach we went both Tan-tivee, ow 


I offer'd and proffer d, but found her ſtrait- i 
the cry'd I ſhall never believe ye; 
This Arm full of Sattin I bravely embrac'd, 
and fain would have been at Tan-tivee: 
Her Lodging was pleaſant for ſcent and for 
She ſeem'd hike an Angel by Candle-light, 
And like a bold Archer, I aim'd at the Whit 


Tan-tivee, tan-tivee, tan- tivee. 


With many Denials ſhe yielded at laſt, ext 
her Chamber being wondrous privy, 
That I all the Night there might have my ret 
to run at the Ring Tan-tivee. de | 

J put off my Cloaths, and I tumbled to Be 
She went to her Cloſet to dreſs up her Heal: 
But T peep'd in the Key-hole to ſee what ſhe MPa. 
Which put me quite beſide my Tan- ti uee. 


Ske took off her Head - tire, and ſhew'd her | 
Her Cunning did very much grieve me, 

Thought I to my ſelf, if it were not fo late, 
I would home to my Lodgings believe me. 


being gone, ſhe ſeem'd like a Hag, 
pate did look like an Oftrich's Egg, 
y (chought I) is as right as my Leg, 


bath been too much at Tan: tives. 


e did peep, the more I did ſpy, 

did unto amazement drive me; 

p her Einger, and out dropt her Eye, 

d that ſome Power would relieve me: 

my reſolves was never to trouble her, 

re my Carcaſe with ſuch a blind Hobler, 

d with One Eye, juſt like Hewſon the Cobler, 
m he us'd to Ride Tan-tivee, 


and was ſtill more perplexed therewith, 

ht I, tho't be Midnight I'll leave thee ; 

'd a yawn, and out fell her Teeth, 

Quean had intents to deceive me : 

out her Handkerchief as I ſuppoſe, 

her high Fore-head, off dropt her Noſe 
ade me run quickly and put on my Hoſe, 
be Devil it in my Tan-tivee. 


t all the Paint from her Viſage, and then 
pk'd juſt (if you will believe me) 

xcaſhire Witch of Four ſcore and Ten, 
the Devil did drive me: 


down Stairs, broke open the Doors, 
n to my Country again to my Boors, 
ext Morning 1 rid Tan-tivee. 


Country Gallants that live pleaſant Lives, 

dt Curioſity drive ye | | 
the freſh Air, and your own Tenants Wives, 
tin will ſadly deceive you: ; 
part I will no more be ſuch a Meacock, 

with the plumes of a Hide-Park Peacock, 

out a Ruſſet- coat Wench and a Hay-cock, 

nd there I will ride Tan- ti vee. 


my Cloaths, and cry'd Witches and Whores, 


— 


a8 


+ 
* 
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The Beggar's Derlei 


COortiers Courtiers, think it no harm, 
That filly poor Swains in Love ſhould 
For Love lies hid in Rags all torn, 
As well as Silks and Bravery : 
For the Beggar he loves his Laſs as dear, 
As he that hath Thouſands, Thouſands, 
He that hath Thouſand Pounds a Year. 


| State and Title are pitiful things, 
| A lower State more happy doth prove ; 
| Lords and Ladies, Princes and Kings, 
| With the Beggar hath equal Joys in Love: 
| And my pretty brown Cloris upon the Hay, 
Hath always as Killing, killing, killing, 
Hath always as killing Charms as they. 


A Lord will purchaſe a Maiden-head, 
Which perhaps hath been loſt ſome Years 
A Beggar will pawn his Cloak and his Trade, 
Content with Loye to lye, and live Poor: 
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Embraces in Coal-ſheds, 


ays more pleaſing, pleaſing, pleaſing 
by that are dull in downy beds. 


is free from Patches and Paint, 

eftion and Features ſwretly agree; 

u which Ladies often do want, 

vs intail'd on our Pedigree: 

„i in her own careleſs Hair, 

ys more taking, taking, taking, 

lies that Towers and Pendants do wear, 


ss may fail, created for Sport. 

jo of Art, and changing of Things; 

ere the Idol and Goddeſs o'th' Court, 

ys and the Pleaſure of Don, Prince, or Kings, 
in her old Ruſſet-Gown, 

und, ſhe's ſound, ſhe's ſound, 

from the Plague and Pox of the Town. 


as boon and as brisk in the dark, 

that is Pajnted Red and White ; 

5 her Mare, tho' not ſuch a Spark, 

by the ſide oF a Lord or Knight : 

; hath Beauty to Content, 

35 ſhe's wholſom, wholſom, wholſom, 
zus, we don't repent. 


all the Day ſhe's attir'd in Rags, 

ea Week ſhe changes her Smock; 

at has Gold and Silver in Bags, 

do no more than match a good Cock: 
ing and to ſhow her Art, 

with her 5 Kiſſes, Kiſſes, 

quer the Senſes and the Heart. 


ight _ we: do lung and embrace, 
ae and Rich can do no more; 

to the Swain ſhe joins her Face, 

kth what Joys there's for him ia ſtore : 
e of the Bliſſes, ſo happy's he, 

there's no Beggar, Beggar, Deggar, 

leſt, or ſo fortunate be, 


= OO Db — | OE ITS 
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The touch of her Hand encreaſes his Flame, 
Who conquer'd by Charms a Captive doth 

And when he but thinks of his true Loye's 
He vows for her ſake he could freely Die; 

Then ſhe revives him again with a Kiſs, 
He cries you undo me, undo me, undo 


Had ever poor Soul ſuch Pleaſure as this * 


Then Gallants, ne'er envy the Poor's Delight 
"Tis Pleaſure to Love, and a Plague to be 

Tho' ſome for our Poverty do us ſlight, 
There's none alive more happy than we: 

We well are content with what we enjoy, 
And once in a twelvemonth, twelvemonth, 


We are bleſt with a Girl, or a Boy. 


Content is a thing we ſtrive to poſſeſs, 
And better it is than a Golden Mine: 
Since us with the ſame the Heaven do bleſs, 
What cauſe have we for to repine : 
No, we've enough our Hearts to ſuffice, 
And he that doth murmur, murmur, mum 
Will never be happy nor wile 
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JOAN tothe M1 AT. PO LE. 


0 


to the May- pole away let's run, 

he time is ſwift, and will be gone: 

go the Laſſes away to the Green, 

their Beauties may be ſeen; 

Nan, Noll, Kate and Mol, 

Laſſes have Lads to attend em, 

Hoage, Nick, Tom, Dick, a 
Country Dancers, who can amend 'cm ? 


u not ſee the Lord of the May, 

along in his rich Array ? 

goes the Laſs that is only his, 

they meet, and how they Kiſs: 

IV. H Come 


5 5 
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Come 11, run Git, 
Or doſt thou liſt to loſe thy Labour? 


Ki Crowd, ſcrape aloud, 
Tickle her Tom, with a Pipe and a Tabor, 


Lately I went to a Maſque at Court, 

Where I ſee Dances of ev'ry ſort; 

There they did Dance with Time and Mea 

But none Jike Country Dance for Pleaſure: 
There they did Dance, juſt as in Ha 

Not like the Engliſh lofty manner 

h And . muſt furniſhed be 
With a feather'd knack, when ſhe ſweats, for 


But we, when we Dance, and do happen to 
Have a Napkin in hand for to wipe off the 
And we with our Doxies do jigg fr about, 

Not like the Court, which often are out: 
If the Tabor do play, we thump it 

And turn, and meet our Laſſes to Kiſs em; 
Nay, they will be as ready as we, 


That hardly at any time can miſs em. 5 
Yonder comes Doly over the down, I an 
And Roger he gives her a fair Green-Gown, N 
See how he Hands her up again, thee 
And how they trip —_ amain 3 

They paſs o'er the Graſs, 


And at every Stile they are Billi 
He — ſhe receives, Joy 


Being Youthful, Ready, and Willing. 


There is not any that ſhall out-vie, 

My little pretty Joan and I; | 

For I'm fure I can Dance as well, 

As Robin, Jenny, Tom and Net : 
Laſt Year we were here, 

When rough Ralph he play'd us a Boree, 
And we merril 


y 
Thump'd it about, and gain'd the Glory. 
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ſweet Joan, let us call a New 
we before 'em may advance erde 
be what you 
Cn ow 
r * 8 
2 et Pi chow wile dorm, Jig 
weet t Jig, 
1 my Dear Til love thee ra N 


Iwill — bo thee thy i 
2 


learn 
* aj 

ſoft LKiſſes > = * = Leafure ure, 
Sweet Charms in my Arms, 

will be a Fountain 


if we hold on as we begin, 

\ thee and I the Garland ſhall win; 
if thou live till another day, 
thee Lady 'of the May, 

nl Kits and then for Greeting 
, r 

Now Jaan, we have dane, a 
thee well till next merry Mecting. 


f. 


t 
n; 


In 


8 
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The Wiltſhire WEDD ING 


ALL in a miſty Morning, 
cloudy was the Weather, 
I meeting with an old Man, 
was cloathed all in Leather, 
With ne'er a Shirt unto his Back, 
but Wool unto his Skin; 


With how do you do ? and how do you do? 


and how do you do agen? 


The Ruſtick was a Threſher, 

and on his way he hy'd, 

And with a Leather Bottle, 
faſt Buckl'd by his ſide i 


Pirrs to Purge Melanchoh. 
ich a Cap of Woollen, [3 
k coyer'd Cheek and Chin, 

do you do ? and how do you do ? 
u do you do agen. 5 


4 little further, 

there I met a Maid, 

ding then a Milking, 

king Sir, ſhe ſaid 

began to Compliment, 

he began to Sing; . 

w a0 you do? and how do you de? » 
um do you do agen. 


ad her Name was Dolly, 

thd in a Gown of Gray, 
ſomewhat Jolly, 

aded her to ſtay : 

rait I fell to Courting her, 

opes her Love to win, 

ww do you do? and how do you do? 
how do you do agen. 8 


having time and leiſure; 

it a vacant hour, 

g of all my Treaſure, 

ſitting in the Bower: - 

nany kind Embraces, 

oak d her double Chin: 

ww do you do ? and how db you d 

i do you do gen. 
1G 44 WC 

her I would Marry'd be, 

he ſhould be my Bride, 

ing we ſhould not tarry, 

i twenty things beſide: 

ow and Sow, and Reap 

e thou ſhalt ſit and Spin; 


cow do you do agen. 


Ut 


and Mow, | 
bow do you do ? and how de gen def nate 5 


As. 15 
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Did you not know my Father, 
the Damſel then reply d, 
His Jerkin was of Leather, 
a Bottle by his ſide : 
Yes, I did meet him trudging, 
as faſt as he could win, 
With how do you do? and how av you as? 


and how do you do agen, 


Kind Sir, J have 2 Mother, 
beſide a Father, ſtill, 

Thoſe Friends above all other, 
you muſt ask their good will : 

For if I be Undutiful 
to them, it is a Sin; 

With how, &c. 


Now there we left the Milk-pail, 
and to her Mother went, 

And when I was come thither, 
I asked her Conſent, 

And doft my Hat, and made'a Leg, 


for why ſhe was within; e190rt 1 1 


With how, &c. 


My Husband is a Threſher, 
He'll give with ber his Wlefing 
ell give wi is A 
kind Sir, you need not fear: 
He is of ſuch good Nature, 
That he would never lin, 
With how, &c. 


For by your Courteous Carriage, 
you ſeem an honeſt Man, 

You may have her in Marriage, 

my Husband hie anon, . 

Will bid you very welcome, 
tho? he be poor and thin, 

_ With how do you do? and how do you d-? 


P1115 te Page Melanchoh, 


came home full w 

e could not chuſe * 
er _ Merry, 
1 him all the News : 
was migh 1 ovial too, 
did ſoon begin, 


do you do? and hem do you do? 


de you do agen. 


nts being willing, 

ties was agreed; 

on thirty Shilling, 
larry'd were with ſpeed; 
the Piper he did play, 
_ Dance and Sing; 
„ &c. 


t Recreation, 

aſs'd away the Night, 

wiſe by relation, 

her he takes delight, 
abroad on Holy-days, 

It _ and Kin: 

, Ce, 


ity Ralph and Robin, 
man) 


els gay, 
on Roan and Dobbin, 
lebrate the day : 


ing met together 
Caps they off did fling, 


ds you de agen. 


H.4 


- 


do you do ? and how de you do? 


9 
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The Country LASS. 


Hat tho'T am a Country Laſs, 
A lofty mind I bear a; 

J think my ſelf as good as thoſe, 

That Gay Apparel wear a: 
What tho' my Coat be Home-ſpun Gray, 

My Skin it is as ſoft a, ; 
As thoſe that in their Cypreſs Veils, 

Do carry their Heads aloft s. 


What tho' I keep my Father's Sheep, 
"Tis a thing that muſt be done a, 

A Garland of the choiceſt Flow'rs, 
Shall ſhade me from the Sun 3 


— 
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where I ſee the feeding Bee, I'S | 
hen Graſs and Flowers ſpring 4, | 
by a Chryſtal Fountain Stream, 
t me down and Sing . 


eather Bottle ſtufft with Sage, 

Drink it is but thin 4, 

Vine hath taught my brains to rage, 
r tempt my Blood to fin 4; | 
ountry Curds, my Wooden Spoon, 
things are very Fine a, | 

n ſome Flow'ry Bank at Noon, 

me down and Dine 4. 


tho' my Portion will allow, 
Bags of ſhining Gold a, 

mers Daughters now adays, 
Swine are Bought and Sold a; 
p my Naked Body ſound, 

d an Honeſt Soul within à, 

or a Hundred Thouſand Pounds, 
alue it not a Pin 4. 


LBS: no Jewels in my Ears, 
116.3 7:25 ro deck my Neck a; 
littering Rings with Stones I wear, 
Fingers for to Deck # 
Ir the Man when e'er it chance, 
t 1 ſhall Grace to Wed 2, 
ep a Jewel worth them all, 
ean my Maiden-Head 3. 


154 
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Por ANTHONY. 
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ever a Man ſo vext with a Trull, | 
As I poor Anthony, ſince I was Wed, 
ever got m <7 full, "8 
''e I have ſupp'd, I muſt haſten to Bed: | 
begin to Scold and to Brawl, 

call me Puppy, and Cuckold, and all; 
with her Cronjes muſt troul it abour, 
I in my Kennel muſt ſnore it out. 


lid go to drink with a Friend, 

he in a trice did fetch me away, 

th but Two-pence a- piece did * , 

proved to me Execution-day. 

few in my Face, and call'd me Fool, 

mb'd my head with a three-legged Stool; 

be furniſh'd my Face with ſo many Scratches, 
ra whole Month twas cover d with Patches. 


er Money I get in a day, 
p her in 1 ive her at Night; 
t ſhe'll licenſe her Tongue to play, 
two or three Hours, juſt Ike a Sprite, 
o the Cupboard Peelgarlick muſt hie, 
for ſome Cruſts that long have lain dry, 
em in Skim-milk until they are wet, 
mmonly this is the Supper 1 get. 


ce a Month for faſhion's ſake, 

gives me leave to come to her Bed, 

ſt of that time I muſt lie awake, 

ſhe in her Fits ſhould knock me o'th head. 
for the Bed 1 lie on my ſelf; 

think *twere as ſoſt as an Oaken Shelf; 

e Tick it is made of Hempen Hurds, 


tt for all this, I muſt give her good words. 
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We commonly both do piſs in a pan, 

Bur the Cullender once was ſet in the place, 
She then did take it up in her Hand, 

And flounc'd it out on my Stomach and Fax 
I told her then ſhe went beſide, 
But ſhe call'd me Rogue, and told me I 1y'd, 
And ſwore it was not up to her Thumb, 
And then threw the pan i'th' middle o'th' Root 


Then a Maid that was my Sweet-heart before, 
Did come to the Houſe to borrow a Pail; 

J Kiſs'd her but once, and I thought on't no me 
But ſhe flew in her Face Tooth and Nail. 

But the Wench ſtood to her and claw'd her ib 

That for a whole Fortnight ſhe never ſtir d out 

For her Face was ſo ſwell'd, and her Eyes werf 

That I never ſaw Jade ſo mangl'd before. 


She then did bid me drop in her Eyes, 
A ſovereign Water ſent her that Day: 
But I had a Liquor I more did prize, 4 
Made of Henbane and Mercury ſteep'd in W 
I dropt in and anointed her Face, 
Which brought her into a moſt-dev/liſh caſe; 
For ſhe tore and ranted, and well ſhe might, 
For after that time ſhe never ſaw ſight. 


F then did get her a Dog and a Bell, — 
To lead her about from place to place; 

And now ri Husband I hope ye are wel; 
Before twas Cuckold and Rogue to my Fact 

Then bleſt be that Henbane and Mercury ſtrong 

That made ſuch a change in my Wife's T ongut 

You ſee 'tis a Med'cine certain and ſure, 

Fer the cure of a Scold, but I'll ſay no more. By... 


„ WH Pitts to Fuge Melancholy. 7: 


The Ballad of the CAPS. 


ce E Wit hath long beholding been 
Unto the. Cap to. keep it in, 
now the Wits fly out amain 
praiſe to quit the Cap again: 
Cap that keeps the higheſt part 
e. q 
tains the place by due deſert : 
For any Cap, whate'er it be, 
I; Bill the fign of ſome degree« 


The 


— — — — — —— — 


The Phyſick Cap, the Cap Divine, 


The ſickly Cap both plain and wrought, 


The Tradeſman's Cap aloft is born, 
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The Monmouth Cap, the Sailors Thumb, 
And that wherein the Tradeſmen come, 


And that which Crowns the Muſes nine, 
The Cap that Fools do Countenance, 
The goodly Cap of Maintenance, 
For auy Cap, &c. 


The Fudling Cap how ever bought, 
The Worſted, Furt'd, the Velvet, Sattin, 
For which ſo. _ pates learn Latin, 
The Cruel Cap, the Fuſtian Pate, 
The Periwig a Cap of late: 
For any Cap, &c. 


The Souldiers that the Monmouth were, 
On Caſtle-tops their Enſigns rear; 

The Sea-man with his Thrumb doth ſtand: 
On higher parts than all the land; 


By 'vantage of a ſtately horn. 
For any Cap, &c. 


The Phyſick Cap to duſt can bring, 
Without controul the greateſt King, 
The Lawyers Cap hath Heavenly might 
To make a crooked action ſtraight; 

And if you'll line him in the Fiſt, 
The Cauſe he'll warrant as he liſt, 
For any Cap, &C. 


Both Eaſt and Weſt, and North and South, Mi» 


Where'er the Goſpel hath a month, riſe 
The Cap Divine doth thither look ; one þ 
"Tis Square like Scholars and their Books: in 
The reſt are Round, but this is Square, the | 
To ſhew their Wits more ſtable are: on] 
For any Cap, &c. ml an 


oh, P11 1's fo Ng Melancholy. 


er he a Cap doth wear, 

makes him fellow for a Peer, 
no ſlender piece of Wit 

} the Fool, where great Men ſit 


” 1 . Lenden Ton, 
tis like a good ly Crown, 
an} Cap, CC. 


iy Cap tho* wrought with Silk, 
e repentance, White as Milk; 

aps drop off at health a pace, 

1p dot LW — uncaſe, 

man's Cap, (if wrou can tell; 
he be ſick, his Cap is gh 

any Cap, &c. 


dling Cap by Bacabw's might, 
x Night to Day, and Day to Night; 
"w it makes proud Heads to , 
lowly Feet for to aſcend; 

Men richer than before, 

ing doubly all their Store, 


any Cap, gcc. 


urr'd and Quilted Cap of age 
make a mouldy Proverb ſage, 
tin and the Velvet hive 

: Biſhoprick may thrive; 

riple Cap may raiſe ſome hope, 
tune ſerve to be a Pope, 

ir any Cap, &c. 


eriwig, O, this declares 

riſe of fleſh, tho' fall of hairs, 
one but Granſirs can proceed 
far in fin till they this need, 

the King who cover'd are, 

only to themſelves ſtand bare, 
r any Cap, whate er it be, 

ill the flew of ſome degree. 
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The Ballad of the BEARD 


TH. Beard thick or thin on the Lip or 

Doth dwell fo near the Tongue, 

That her ſilence in the Beards defence 
May do her Neighbour wrong. 


Now a Beard is a thing that Commands in 4 
Be his Scepters ne'er ſo fair: 

Where the Beard bears the ſway, the People 
And are ſubje& to a Hair. 


"Tis a Princely ſight, and a grave delight, 
That adorns both young and old; 

A well thatcht face is a comely grace, 
And a ſheltcr from the Cold. 


Whea the piercing North comes bluſtering 
Let a barren Face beware 

For a trick it will find, with a Razor of w 
To ſhave the Face that's bare. 
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e's many a nice and ſtrange device 
doth the Beard diſgrace, 
hat is in ſuch a fooliſh ſin 


raitor to his Face. 


the Beards there be ſuch a company, 
ihions ſuch a throng, 

5 very hard to handle a Beard; 

t be ne'er ſo long. 


nar: T, in its bravery, 

firſt it ſelf diſcloſe, 

gh ir turns, that oft it burns 
the flames of a Torrid Noſe! 


letto Beard, oh! it makes me afeard, 
0 ſarp beneath, 

hat doth place a m_ in's Face, 
wears he in his Sheath ? 


hinks I do itch to go thro ſtitch 

edle Beard to amend, . ; 
rithout any wrong, I may call too long, 
Man can ſee no end, 


diers Beard, doth march in ſhear'd ; 
ire like a Spade, 

hich he'll make his enemies quake, 
lnk their Graves are made. 


n Stubble eke on the Judges Cheek 
net my verſe deſpiſe; 

e fit for a Nutmeg, but yet, 

tes poor Prifoners eyes. 


th inveſt a Biſhop's Breaſt 
— . — ; 

in Emblem may be of Integrity 
doth inhabit there. 


161 


1 PIII: fo Pinge Melonchoh, 


I have alſo ſeen on a Woman's Chin 
A hair or two to grow, 
But alas the Face, it is to cold a place! 


Then look for a Beard below. 
{ 
But oh! let us tarry for the Beard of King Hoyt 
That grows about the Chin, bo 
With his buſhy pride, and a grove on each ſid, e 
And a Champion ground between. 1 


Laſt the Clown doth out ruſh, with his Beard libe 
* Which may be well endur'd; 
For tho' his Face be in ſuch a caſe, 
His Land is well manur'd. 


05,030.05 05 Lobovpoles poLobooc 
| The Tunbridge Doctors. 


h. 
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Maidens and Wiver, 

d young Widows rejoyce, 
your thankſgiving, 
eart and with oice 3 
ners were Waters 

boldly fa ſay, 

er was uch cauſe 
Thankſgiving day. 


| London-Town 
lately come down, 
le Phyſicians 

ever wore Gown: 
byſick i 15 pleaſant, 
Doſe it 15 large, 

| may be Cur* 


ut Danger or Charge. 


nor Yomit, 

ion nor P ill, 

metimes do Cure, 

er do Kill, 

e nor your $ Stomach 
ever diſpleaſe, 

de adviſed 

y one of theſe. 


ve a new Drug 

is call'd the cloſe Hug 

ill mend 97 _ 

take you loo 

den — by 
d once we 

ey d at the —— — 

atient ne'er Dy'd. 


orning you need not 
bod of your reſt, 
our warm Beds 

Pbyſick works beſt : | and 
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And tho' in the taking 
Some ſtirring's requir'd, 

The motion's ſo pleaſant 
You cannot be tir'd. 


For on your Backs you muſt lie, 
With your Body rais'd high, 
And one of theſe ors 
Muſt always be by, 
Who ſtill will be ready 
To cover you warm, 
For if you take cold 
All phyſick doth harm. 


Before they do venture 

To give their direction, 
They always conſider 

Their Patients complexion ; 
If ſhe have a moiſt Palm 

Or a Red Head of Hair, 
She requires more Phyſick 

Than one man can ſpare. 


If ſhe have a long Noſe, 
The Doctor ſcarce knows 
How many good handfuls 
Muſt go to her Doſe: 
You Ladies that have 
Such ill ſymptoms as theſe, 
In reaſon and conſcience 
Should pay double fees. 


But that we may give 
To theſe Doctors due * 

Who to all ſorts of people 

0 ho wa — conve 15 

On the u r pity ſa 
Skill ſhall be - oy 

And as for the handſom, 6 
They're Cur'd for their wn. 
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dilver or Gold 
never lay hold, 
hat comes ſo freely | 
; ſcorn ſhould be ſold: 
ſoyn with the Doctors, 
heartily pray, 
power of Healing 
never decay. 


enenunsieasessessssess s 
4 Ballad on New BET HLEM. - 


— 


w6s Fs to N ge Melanchs, 


His is a Structure fair, 
Royally raiſed, 
The pious Founders are 
Much to be praiſed ; 
That in ſuch times of need, 
When Madneſs doth exceed, 
To build this Houſe of Bread 
Noble New-Bedl am. | | 


Tis beautiful and large 
In conſtitution, 

Deſerves a Liberal Charge 
| Of contribution, 0 
= If I may reach ſo high, 

| | To * Prophecy, | 15 
Their Names ſhall never dle N 
That built Ner- Bealam. k 


Methinks the Lawyers may 
t together, 

And Contribute, for they 

Sead moſt Men thither; 
>, — 'em to much pain, 
With Words that cramp the Brain, 
Till Bealam's fill'd with Plain» 
tiff and Defendant, 


Quacking Phyſicians ſhou'd 
Eive Money freely, 
They maculate Mens Blood, 
And make them filly ; 
With Hydragargyrgm Pills, 
Their Reaſons and their Wills 
They ruine, and this fills 
Moſt part of Bedlam. 


4 
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ol a Work as this 

not want Actors, 

11 no more inſiſt 
genefactors, 

gut hint ſuch as I ſee 

ad are in ſome degree 
Fit for New=Bedlam. 


Amorous Soul that is 

Love a Quaker, 

both adore a Miſs 

re than his Maker, 

Decks her in Silk and Furr, 
Then turns Idolater, 

Kneels down and Worftips her, 
He's fit for Bedlam. 


joung Man that has got 

golden Talent; 

hath a brain- ſick Plot 

ſeem a Gallant; 

That richly is array d, 
ends Land, and Shop, and Trade, 
o be a Hector made; 

Is fit for Bedlam. 


City-Lad that ſings, t 
umes, Drolls and Dances, 1 
ill his buſineſs flings | 
ay for Fancies; 

He that lets his Angels fly, 

Till he's not worth one P enny, 
To Study Poetry, 

Is fit for Bed! am, 


— 
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Whilſt ſome with Brandy burn 
Their Guts with drinking, 
Philoſophers do turn 
Their Heads with thinking; 
He who is ſuch a one, 
— for = oy 
ill's Brain and his Money's gone, 
Prepares for Bedlam. 172 a 


That Churl who Gold hath won, 
And dares not uſe it, 

But hath a ſquandring Son 

Doth Game and loſe it: 
His Brain doth greatly err, 
He that with Water clear 
Would fill a Colander, 

Muſt do't in Bedlam. 


He that with an Eſtate 
Weds a poor — 1 7 
Who to Diſdain and Hate, 
Turns Love and Duty; 
It doth his Reaſon daunt 
He has a Bargain on't, 
Whoſe then the Elephant, 
And's fit for Bedlam. 


I could tell many more, 
(I have enroll'd 'em) 
Sould I declare my ſtore, 
As I have told 'em; 
With Mortar, Brick and Stone, 
Could they their Building run 
From thence to Vingten, : 
*T would never hold em. 
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% 


tncient S o M G of Bartholomew-Fair; | 


FE 
- nds 


ifry five, may I never Thrive, 

Itell you any more than is true; 

in che came, hearing of the Fame .. + - 
Fair they call Bartholongwe |; 


es of Boards, Men walk upon Cords, 
ite as Squirrels crack Filberds ; 
Cut-purſes they do Bite and rub away, 
hoſe we ſuppoſe to be II-Birds. | 


enny you may zee a fine, Puppet- play, 
for T wo-pence a rare piece of Art; 
Penny a Cann, I dare ſwear a Man, 
put zix of em into a Quart. x 
ohrs are ſo rich, is able to bewitch 
Heart of a very fine Mans; : 
nent Griſel here, and Fair Roſamond there, 
we Hiſtory of Suſame. | 


„„ 


. 1 er 
IV. oY ö At 
* J 


fo P1i1s'to Purge Melanchoh, 
At Pye-corner end, mark well my good Friend, 

'Tis a very fine dirty place; (* 
Where there's more Arrows and Bows, the Lord 
Then was handl'd at Chivy-Chaſe. 


At every Door hes a Hag, or a Whore, 
And in Heffer- Lane, if I a'n't miſtaken ; 
Zuch plenty there are of Whores, you'll hay: 

To a zingle Gamon of Bacon. 


Then at Smit hfielu- Bars, betwixt the Ground 
There's a place . call Shoemaker-Row ; 

Where that you — uy Shoes every day, 
Or go bare- foot all the Year I tro. 


TWO to ONE. 


* — 


—_= == 


PpiILs fo me Melenchol. 


e were two Zumpkins loy'd a Laſs, 

And ſtriving who ſhould have hers 

eſum' d of what ſhe had, 

they of what they gave her: 

9 ho, hey ho, my Heart's delight, 

we away all Sorrow; 

Tickle thy Wench twice to Night, to Night, 
tail be thine to Morrow. 


* * 
1 


were both of one Conſent, 
ſomething had ſome Savour; 
: poor Man be content 

b half a Wenches Favour : 

) bo, CC, 


is till again all Sence, 
dever more hath vex'd us; © 
'ry Lobcock hath his Wench, 


ve but one betwixt us. 
x hy, &C. 


tother, let us not diſmay, 
7 ſo e' er beride us; 

hird ſhould come this way, 
- our Wench beſide us: 


hv, &c. 0 
men they are Winning things, 
_ as 


that — 2 with Wings, 
Nile is as they be. 
ſe away all Sorrow, 
Fr :by Weneh rwiee T ar, „e, 
e thine 4 Morroh, | 

2 
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No matter who ſhall pledge her firſt, 
Affections are bur blindneſs ; 
And let the World ſay what they lift, 
We'll take her double Kindneſs. 
Hey ho, hey ho, my Heart's delight, 
Carouſe away all Sorrow ; 


Let me Tickle thy Wench twice to Night, to Night, 


She ſhall be thine to Morrow. 
For ſhe hath granted both our Sutes, 


When we came firſt unto her; 
And he ſhall Ride in both our Boots, 
That comes the next to Wooe her ; 
Hey to, &c. 


eee EBT 


The R OUN D-H EI 
By Mr. Bur TIER, Author of Hu pn 
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ht, 


AT Creature's that with his ſhort Hairs, 
His little Band, and huge long Ears, 

That this new Faith hath tounded? 
aints themſelves were never ſuch, 

relates ne'er rul'd half fo much, 

0 ſuch a Rogue's a Round-head, 


's he that doth the Biſhops hate, 
ounts their Calling Reprobate, 
Cauſe by the Pope Propounded ; 
hinks a Zealous Cobler better, 
larned Uſher in every Letter, 

0 ſuch @ Rogue a Round-head, 


5 he, that doth High-Treaſon ſay, 
ten as his Yes and Nay, 

And wiſh the King confounded ; 
lares maintain that Mr. Pim, 

for the Crown than him, 

0 ſuch a Rogue's a Round-head. 


. ö 
A * 
* - 


a 
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he, that if he chance to hear 

le piece of Common-Prayer, 

Doth think his Conſcience wounded ; 
fo five Miles to Preach and Pray, 

deet a Siſter by the way, | 
d-head, 


0 ſuch a Rogue's 4 Round- 


$ he that met a Holy Siſter, 

a Hay-cock gently Kiſs'd her ? 
O then his Zeal abounded ; 

b underneath a ſhady Willow, 
idle ſery'd her for a Pillow, 

And there he got a Round 


* The 


4 


* £8” ; 
' 


274 PILLs to Purge Melanchoh. 


The OXFORD Expedii 
Tune of, Which no Body can dey, 


Alate Expedition to Oxford was made 

By a Proteſtant P. and his Brothers o'th'B 

Who from Glouceſter in Triumph his Lordſhipcar 
Which no Body can deny, deny; which no Body cm 


Had you ſeen all his Myrmidons when they cane 
Equipp'd in their ſturdy grey Coats and high Sk 
You'd have ſworn not the Goals, but all Hell wal 

Which no Body, &c. 


In Rank and in File there rode many a Man, 
Some in the Rear March'd, and ſome in the Van, 

'Tho' ſome had no Hats, yet they had Head-piece 
Which no Body, &c. 


Some had two luſty Legs, but never a Boot, 

And on their Tits mounted, they ſtood ſtoutly 

For the name of a Horſe, they'd as good gone a F 
Which no Body, &c. 


'Tho' Steel was not plenty, yet Armed they come 

With ſtout Oaken Plants, and with Crab-tree ſtick 

Jo Cudgel the Pegs and the Bald-pates of Rome, 
Which no Body, &c. 


For in theſe gay Troops among twenty, ſcarcet 

Had Holſters or Piſtols, Sword, Carbine or Gun, 

A ſign they did mean no great Harm ſhould be dt 
Which no Body, &c. 


Here many a Gallant I'lt warrant you that 

Had Ribband of Orange and Seaman's Cravat, 
The defects of their Arms, were made up in Stat 
Which no Boay can deny, &c. | 


- 


N R " 
& . 
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os Horſe wore a Halter among all the reſt - 
ue the dull Wight alf the the Seace of his Beaſt, 


de of the two, deſery'd 55 N beſt, 
bh no Body, &c. 


t and Ge their pamper d Steeds prance, 
z- Grace, next fark Willis advance, 

plook'd fierce as Switzer, who drub'd him in _ 
ich no Bay, &c. 


is Cavalcade for the Grace of the Matter, 

L- rod firſt, and the reſt follow d after, 14 
v gallop'd up Town, and then down to the bs Wa, 
ich no Body, &c. 


Mayor and his Brethren 3 in courteous faſhion, 
um welcome to Town in a fine penn'd Orstion, 


ank d him for taking ſuch care of che * 
hich uo Boy, & o. | 


Honour next day in Courtſhip exceeding, 

ud a ſmart $ peceh, to | ſhew 'em his —_ 
h when tis 3 Print, twill be well worth 

lich no Body, &c. © (r 


g taken it thus, to ſecure the Tun, | 
Guards are all ſet, and the Bridges 2 d down, 
tho' little 8 his Conduct was rs — 
l ue Body, &c. | mou 

— + {4 
Night an Alarm our Warriors Curpriſe, - ＋ * 9 
Ds beat, T ger: ſound, and at Midnight all riſe, 
aht the King's Army, who came in dif 


Pick no Body, G =. 


7 


Morning at Eight, his Lordſhip did call, | Bt 
rd if they'd got any Powder or Ball, 

they Manfull 1 d, they had none at all, 

„ch no Body, 


= | 
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Among the Crowd, two fat Draymen appear, 

To guard Mr. Enſign, a huge naſty Tar, 

Who flouriſh'd a Blanket for Colours of War, 
Which no Body can deny. 


At foot of the Colours, blith Crendon did go, 

Who play'd a new Tune, which you very wel 

For his Bag- pipes ſqueak'd nothing but Lery, 
Which no Body, &c. 


Ah! had the dear Joys but come in the nick, 
I fancy they'd ſhow'd em a ſlippery Trick, 
For they'd March'd more nimbly without his 
Which no Body, &c. 
Since England was England, no People e'er ſ 
Fo pleaſantly Burleſqu'd the angry God Marr, 
Or of Affairs Warlike, e'er made ſuch a Farce, 
Which no Body can deny, deny; which no Body can 


Die FrER and the Nux. 


ce, 
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TOTTINGHAM N. 


| came from Tettingham 
Upon a Market-day, 

I met with a bonny Laſs - 
thed all in Gray, 

ourney was to London, 
th Butter-milk and Whey. 

e Down adown, © 

Down, down a down #. 


heart 1 he, 

're well overtook, 

that ſhe-caſt her Head aſide, 
lent to him a Look; 
reſently theſe two | 
Hands together ſhook. 

ö &c. | 

they rode geber, 

ng ſide by ſide, 

laden it ſo chanced, . | 
Garter was. unty d; The: 


—_—. — — 8 
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For fear that ſhe ſhould loſe it, 
Look here, Sweet-heart, he cry'd, 
Tour Garter is down a down, &c. 


Good. Sir, quoth ſhe, 
I pray you take the Pain, 
To do ſo much for me, 
As to take it up again, 
With a good will, quoth he, a 
When I come to yonder Plain, 
I will take you down, &c. 


And when they came unto the Place, 
Upon the Graſs ſo green, 
The Maid ſhe held her Legs ſo wide, 
- +. . man ſlipt between, 
Such tying of a Garter, | 
You have but ſeldom ſeen. 
To come down, &c. 


[Then ſhe roſe up again, 
And thank'd him for his pain: 
He took her by the middle ſmall, 
And Kiſs'd — once again: 
Her Journey was to London, 
And he from Highgate came, 
To come down, &c. g 


Thus Tibb of Tottingham, 
She loſt her Maiden-head, 
But yet it is no matter, | 
Ir ſtood her in ſmall ſtead, 

* For it did often trouble her, 
As ſhe lay in her Bed. 
To come down, &c. 


But when all her Butter-milk 
And her Whey was ſold, 

The loſs of her Maiden-head, © 
It waxed very cold : 

But that which will away, 


Is very hard to hold, 
To come, &c, 


me 


V © <4 
W 
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lids, you Wives, and Widows, 


:now do hear my Song, 
young man proffer Kindneſs, 
take it ſhort, or long; 
ee is no ſuch Comfort 
hing with a Man. 

! Down a down, 

Down, down a down a. 


,05,050,05 LoOLTILS SSLIoLgogILoLs. 
BALLAD of a Good Wife and a Bad. 


— 
— — — — W — — 
4 CLOSET Arrx 
— — — . — 
— 
— — — —— — — — — — 
: 
—— — — — —e— 
Wives are Good, and ſome are Bad, 


Reply.] Atet hints you touch them now, 

me will make their Husbands mad, 9 

] And ſo will my Wife too: | | 
And my Wife, and thy Wife, 


And my Wife fq will du | 
Some 
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Some Women love to breed Diſcord, 


Methinks, &c. 
And ſome will _ the latter Word, 


[Cho.} 4nd ſo, & 


Some Women will Spin, and ſome will Sou, 
Methinks, &c. 
And ſome will to the Tavern go, 


2 And ſo, &c 

Some Women will ſay, they” re ſick at Heart, 
Methinks, &c. 

And ſome will ler a rouſing Fart, 
And ſo, &c. : 

Bore Women will ban, and ſome will Curſe, 4 
Methinks. &c. . 

And ſome will pick their Husbands Purſe, 

h And ſo, &c. 
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Some Women will Brawl, and ſome will Scold 
Methinks, &c. 

And ſome will make their Husbands Cuckolds, 
And ſo, &c. 


Some Women will Drink and fome will not, 
 Methinks, &c. 
And ſome will take the other Pot, 

And ſo, &c. 


Some Women are ſick, and ſome are ſound, 
Methinks, &c. 

And ſome will take it on the Ground, 
And ſo. &c. 


Thus of my Song I'll make an end, 
Methinks,\%c. 
Hoping all Women will amend, 
[Cho.J* And fo will my Wift tos: 
And my Wife, and thy Wife, 


And my Wi. ſe will des Pr. 


, 
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do in Praiſe of Chalk, By W. Pittis. 


— 
Qi 
_ = 


Wini the Citizens prate 

Over Ale of the State, 
talk of Bank-Bills and Exchequer, 

Let us, who drink Wine, 

Now ſummon the Nine, 
Praiſe of what pays for our Liquor: 


Let 
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Let other Folks ſing, 
Of a Lord, or a King, 
Or ſome Quality Fopling Petition, 
Till Footman comes down, 
| With thanks, or a Crown, 
And ſmiles at the Mortal's Condition. 


We the Lads at the Roſe, 
A Patron have choſe, 
Who's as void as the beſt is of Thinking, 
And without Dedication. 
— Will aſſiſt in his Station, 
And maintain us in Eating and Drinking. 


Boys out with your Chalk, 
£ And let the Glaſs walk, 
"Tis a erying Sin not to be grateful, 
'hile there's Pit of this Coin, 
We will ſwim all in Wine, 
And reel home to our Beds, with our Pate full, 


Tho' Relation or Friend 
Will not Give us or Lend, 
Wherewithal for to down with the Ready, 
Yet our good Landlord Bliſs 
Makes acceptance of this, 
And this Boys muſt Cloath ye, and Feed ye. 


With the white then in hand, 
The Red let's command, 
And keep drinking and ſcoring brisk Claret, 
Till the Bar runs on Wheels, 
And Will takes to his Heels, 
And ſculks home from the Watch, to his Garre! 


h. 
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1 Rundlet of Brandy. By T. Brown. 


arming Celia's Arms I flew, 
nd there all Night I feaſted, 
ſuch Tranſport eyer knew, 
Ital eyer taſted; 


Loff 
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Loſt in the ſweet — — 4 
And bleſs'd beyond Expreſſing, 

How can your Slave, my Fair, ſaid I, 
Reward ſo great a Bleſſing ? 


The whole Creation's Wealth ſurvey, 
O'er both the Indies wander, 

Ask what brib'd Senates give away, 
And Frghting Monarchs ſquander. 


The richeſt Spoils of Earth and Air, 
The rifled Ocean's Treaſure, 

'Tis all too poor a Bribe by far, 
To purchaſe ſo much Pleaſure, 


She bluſhing cry'd, my Life, my Dear, ” 
Since Cælia thus you Fancy, 

Give her, but 'tis too much, I fear, 
A Rundlet of right Nantzy. He! 


PEE sua ® 


Conſon TAF FEY. 5 


Here was Man, a Shentleman, 

And hur was porn, where was twell, 
ruth, hur was a gallant Man, 
all hur Country Folk can tell? E 
eat _ Houſe, was a great deal of Land, 
afy, Ta y: 4 
dk, was Hound at her Command, 


Taffy, Taffy. 


+ Mother was porn of Noble Plood, __ 
= d hur was on of a great 25 Houſe, 
every day was wear French Hood, 


as kill her Capon, Pig, and Cooſe 
day was . e, Taffy, Taffy, 
tis true, I tell you no Lie, Taffy. 


to the Poor hur did bequeath, 

great deal of Victuals every day; 

therg was one was call her Death, 

as fetch this Shentleman away : : 

e, of Land hur was berefen Taffy, T:: 
was fore d to twell in Heaven, Coulun Taffy- 


Behind 


: 


— — — 


188 PII Is to Ruge Hlelanchch 


Was miſs hur Skin, was prick hur Heart, Coul 


Behind hur hur was leaf a Son, 
And hur was pear a gallant Mind; 
Was kill twey Spaniards with a Gun, 
Hur was not of a Coward kind: 
At Killberry Camp, a great deal afore, Tafy, 7 
O hur was there, and a Thouſand more, Co 


Bowoyne hur was at Tellenton, 
At Greenwich Park before hur Grace, 
Was ſhew hur ſelf a gallant Man, 
And not a Coward in the place: 
Was a great deal of Horſe, was a great deal cc 
Taffy, Taffy. 
Was a great deal of Gun, was a great deal of $ 
Couſin Tay. 


But her was meet with a great Miſchanc 
As hur was paſs a gay Lady by, 
Sir Cupid prick hur with a Lance, 
| Was ſteal behind hur Cowardly, 
With a rouſty, fouſty, douſty Dart, Tafy, Tf 


But was not this a great Miſchance, 
As by hur Fortune does appear ? 
Sir Cupid prick her with a Lance, 
Was almoſt Dead, was ferry near: 
Was bid Tom Sexton Toll the Bell, Tf, Tafy, 
Shudge you if Cupid us'd her well, Couſin 14 


Welf a go to, was hold hur a Groat, 
Was petter a gone and kill kur 
Hur would not be in Cupid's Coat, 
| Not for a great deal of Teaſted - Cher 
For if ever Cupid come in Wales, Taff, Taff, 
Hur ſhall ne'er go to make more Prauls, C 


rs fo Purge Melancholy. 


189 


MAU D LIN. 
[ find out Tom of Bt pram. 


—— cc ——— — —̃—xͤ— — — 


; — 
— 

— 

— 

— 
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HH — 
. 

— 
— — 
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ind my Tom of Bealam Ten Thouſand Years I'll 


Travel, 


Nudlin goes with dirty Toes to ſave her Shoes 
7 — Bonny Boys, bonny Mad Boys, Bedlam Boys 
B: 

1 bare and live by the Air, and want no 2 
Money, 


.* = 4 

t that ever poor Tom was ſo diſdaind, | 
— loſt ſince kim I croſt, which makes me 

bus Chain'd : 


61 ſing, &c. . 
uff hath Murder'd Gyants, my Bag a long Knife 


3 from Child rens Thighs, with which 


alt the Fories \ 


dil ſing, &c. | My 
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My Horn is made of Thunder, I ſtole it out al 

The Rain-bow there is this I wear, for whict 
was driv'n: 

Yea will 1 ſig Bonny Boy, bonny Mad Boys, Ded 
are Bonny ; 

They Hi go bare and live by the Air, and want 
nor Money. 


1 — to Pluto's Kitchin, to beg ſome Food ei 


And there 1 got Souls piping hot, with which 
were turning: 
Yet will 1 ſing, &c. 


Then took I up a Cauldron where boy! Te 
ſand Harlots, 

*T was full of Flame, yet I drank the ſame tot! 
Yet will 1, &c. (of all ſuch 


A Spirit as hot as Lightning, did in that Journe 


The Sun did ſhake, and pale Moon quake 
Yet will 1, &c. (as e'er they | 


And now that I have gotten a Leaſe, than Doc 


To live on Earth with ſome in Mirth, ten Wis 
Ne will J,. &c. (feed my 


No Gipſie, Slut, or Doxy, ſhall win my Mad 


We'll weep all Night, and with Stars fight, ü 
Yet will 1, &c. (will well becc 


And when that J have beaten the Man i rey 


His Dog Tl take, and him I 1 make as could no 
Ter wilt I, &C. 0 


A Health to Tom of 2 $o fill g e Seas in| 
I' I drink it all, well Brew'd with Gall, and Ma 
Lt will I. &c. (Drunk, TI 


y young Smith at his Vice ſtood a Filing, 

;, rub, rub, rub, rub, rub in and out, in and out 553 
to him a Buxom — Damſel came ſmiling, 
{dif to Work at her Forge he wou'd go: 

„ uh, rub, rub, rub, rub, rub in and ow, in end 

out 150; 

quoth the Smith, ſo away they went thither, 
b, rub, rub, rub, rub in and out, in and out ho ; 
ip'd to go to't, 'twas hot Work and hot Wea- 
Id a Fire, and ſoon made him blow; (ther, 
8 Rub, rub, &C. 


band ſhe ſaid could ſcarce raiſe up his Hammer, 
rh and his Tools were worn out long ago; 
her Journey-men, could any blame her, 


equoth our Workman, my Tools are not ſos 
Rub, rub, &c. 


grew his Tron as both did deſire, 
15 too wiſe not to ſtrike while 'twas ſo z 
what I get, I get out of the Fire, 


thee {trike home and redouble the blow: 
Rub, rub, &c. | 


id his Iron by vigorous heating, 

in the Forge in a Minute or ſoz; 

was harden'd, ſtill beating and beating, 

reit was ſoften'd it harden'd more flow 
wu, rub, &c. 


then wou'd go,quoth the Dame full of ſorrow; 
ou'd I 2 * my Cuckold doſo! '* 
"1th yopr Hammer come hither to Morrow, 
mt ys, uſe it once more e er you go: 

1 r ub, &c, | | 


K 2 
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The Country W A K E. 


N our Country, and in your Country, 
Where Rufflers they were a raking 
The rareſt Paſtime that ever you ſee, 
Was when Hay-cocks they were a r 


. j 4 
* 


Timmy and Tom, with Bottle and Bag, 
So merrily they were a quaffing ; 

If you'd but zeen how Joan's Buttocks did v 
You'd burſt your Heart with Laughing. 


On another Hay-cock was Yulcan the Smith 
With Dolly that came from the Dyiry ; 
She thought that his Back was ſo fu pf Fit 
Which made her ſo willing to tarry. 


Then ruſtling Joan came bruſtling in, 
And ſaid you are vull of your Frolicks; 
Tf — will not let black Maggy alone, 


ew ſhe will take you by th' Bald - 


+ 
= 
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Satchel-arſe Ciſs, ſhe went to P'— 

thy went Home to conduct her; 

|| the way after they did Kiſs; | 

ill the way home ward they plucht her. 


down in a Dale was tumble-down Dick, 
Wenches they caught him and held him; 

ſe he could not give 'em the * did lack 
Fellow, they threaten'd to Geld him. 


did you not hear of a Country Trick? 

y ſay that Tuskin's no Daſtard; 

en Country Gillians do play with their Dicks, 
1 London muſt Father their Baſtards, 


orus to be Humour d by the Hands and Elbows, as 
the Souldier aud the Sailor: 


DEVIL and the COLLIER. 
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HE Devil he was ſo Weather-beat, 
He was forc'd to take to a Tree, 
Becauſe the Tempeſt was ſo great, 
his way he could not ſee: 
Then under an Oak, inſtead of a Cloak, 
he ſtood to _ himſelf dry, 


There as he ſt a Fryer in his Hood 
by chance came walking by. 


'The next that came by, was a Collier with his 
that Coals was uſed to carry; 

What Tradeſman art thou, the Devil then be 
and he caus'd him a while to tarry? 

For why do I think, with thee for to Drink, 
and he call'd for a Glaſs Claret ; 

I know thee ſo well, that thou comeſt from H 
and I think thou haſt ſtole my Chariot. 


The next that came by, was a Chimny-ſweepe!, 
with his Brooms, his Poles and Shackles; 

What Tradeſman art thou, the Devil theo he 
thou uſeſt all theſe Tackles ? 

I prichee gentle Blade, come tell me thy T 
thy Face it is ſo beſmear'd, 

If thou hadſt not been ſo black, with thy Tack 


thou hadſt made me dammable afraid. 
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next that came by, was a Tawny-moor, 
ſoon as the Devil did him ſpy, 

kared on his Tawny Skin, 

wing Friend, art any kin to me? : 

why, thy Skin doth reſemble our kin, 
jerefore let us walk — 7 

tell me how thou doſt allow 


{this Tempeſtuous Weather. 


next that came by, was a Gun-powder griader;. 
th Coals and Brimſtone Sifted, 

o for three-quarters of a Year, 

mſelf he had not Shifted : : 

up the Devil roſe, and he ſauf'd up his Noſe; 
could endure no longer, 

iy with this Fame, out of the Room, 

vill neither quench Thirſt nor Hunger. 


Tradeſman art thou, the Devil then he ſaid, 
thinks I know thee well? 

Trade it is Gun-powder for to make, 

blow the Devil out of Hell : | 

had T but him here, his Bones I would tear, 
ſhould neither ſcratch nor bite 

plague the Devil for all his Evil, 

id make him leave wandring by Night. 


SD ee ee ee ee eee e 


The IRISH Hallaloo. 


e 
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Nſtead of our Buildings and Caſtles ſo brave, 
Into our Caverns we're forc'd for to craye, 
When we are dilven along the Bogs, 


We root up Futatoes like the wild Hogs. 


Inſtead of their Beavers, and Caſtors ſo good, 
In their picked Caps they are forc'd to the We 
And when they are driven along the Paſſes, 
They've nothing but Tatters to hang on their 


Inſtead of their Mantles lined with Pluſh : 

They're forc'd to ſeek Rags off every Buſh; 
When they have gotten a very good Cantle, 
They go to the Botchers and there make a M 


Inſtead of their Boots with Tops ſo large, 

I'm ſure they are rid of that ſame Charge ; 
Now they have gotten a thin pair of Brogues, 
And into the Woods among the wild Rogues. 


Their Mutton and Beef they are all wild Runt 
Their Wives are all naſty, and ſo are their - 
But I 4: fonp ay Fiddle-ſtick out of their Caſe 
They ſtink like Privies, a Pox of their A-ſc 
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The LA DTS Ne- Veats- Gift. 


t The Tune cal d Newington Butts. 


181 


1 men are wanton, yet cunningly Coy; 
"es Laſcivious, yet Crafty, to make us obey * -_ 
ace they have Noos'd us, triumphant they ride, 
ple down Man, that was made for their Guide. 
But let them remember their Grannum Eve's Fate, 
Lift they ſmart for their Folly, repenting too late. 


Kʒ 5 This: 
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This Creature was made a Help-meet for the 
And ſo he approv'd her, deny it who can; 
But ſurely poor Adam 2 aſleep, 
Whilſt out of his Side this dear Bleſſing did cr 

Cho. But let them remember, &c. 


Old Painters did from them reſembling the Sn 
Their Houſe on their Backs was, and in it their 
Implying that Modeſty boue ſomething in, 
Tho' now they'll expoſe all from Tail up to Chi 
Cho. But let them remember their Grannum FEv:'; 


Left they [mort for their Folly, repenting tis |, 


eee eee eee 


On a Campaign M188 
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N. Hat if — grows old, 
and her Features decay; 
She's Young while ſhe Drinks, 
2 tis the Grape makes her gay: 


See how her Eyes ſhine, 
they ſparkle with Driak,, . 
Such a Luſtre has Wine, 
they never can ſink, 
Such a Luſtre has Wine they never can ſink. 


Let the Fops doat on Faces, 
her Soul's my delight, 

She can't want for Graces, 
who Tipples all Night. 


Long Marches o'er Furrows, 
2 no place can her find, 
22 In ſpite of Camp ſorrows, 
poor Betty will be kind. 


Boy fill P our Glaſſes, 
not a Wrinkle will ſtand, 
They're Fools who uſe Waſhe 
when Claret q at hand. 
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A Scotch SONG. 


BAPpPTISr. 


ignior 


8 


Set by 


o 


EWeather'stoo bleak now to gang out of Doors, 
ad faith by the Chimny Ize paſs the long Hours; 
n that my Dear wilt now ſtay with me there, 
for bleſt Jockey Freeze on the whole Year: 


ny blith Fenny, then never let's part, 
Id — I fear, but that of thy bf . 


Weather together weze dally and play, 
ng and toying, as if it were May. 


er 'tis ſweet to trip o'er the Land, 
n the green Meadows to walk hand in hand; 
When every Loon 
Of his Laſs begs a Boon, 
the ſoft Graſs gives her a Green-Gown ; 


Our Leiſure, and Pleaſure 


Shall now be as great, 
Weze Tattle, and Prattle, 


And Bleſſing ar ; 
when I my Jenny faſt by me do hold, 
ſay it is rather too warm than too cold. 


RE, 
65 
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The Sound Country LA" 


i+ 


Heſe London Wenches are ſo ſtout; 
They care not what they do; 
They will not let you have a Bout, 


. Without a Cron or two. 


double their Chaps, and curl their Locks, 
ic Breaths perfume do; 

Tails are pepper'd with the Pox, 

{that you re welcome to. 


e me the Buxom Country Laſs, 
pin from the Cow ; 
nl take a touch upon the Graſs, 
\ marry, and thank you too. 


cdour's as freſh as a Roſe in June, 

r Temper as kind as a Dove; 

leaſe the Swain with a wholeſome Tune, 
freely give her Love. 


d{{4PPPPPEPPE PEPGPEPPEPE CE 


UCKOLDS Creation. 
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WHAT. a Cuckold, learn of me, 
Few can. tell his Pedigree ; 
Or his ſubtile Nature Conſter, 

Born a Man, yet dies a Monſter. 


Yet great Antiquarians ſay 

They ſpring from old Methuſelah, 

Who after Noah's Flood was found 

To have his Creſt with Branches crown'd. 


But in Eden's happy ſhade, 
Such a Creature ne'er was made; | 
Then to cut off all miſtaking, 4 
Cuctolas are of Woman's making. | 
1 


. 
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ing than Cloe e er I knew 
By Nature more befriended ; 
leſs Beautiful, tis true, 
ty more Hearts attended, 


mph alive with ſo much Art, 
ves her Shepherd's firing; 
es ſuch Cordial drops impart 
Love, when juſt Expiring. 


us, ye Gods, who cauſe our ſmart, 
jou Love's Gifts diſſever ? 

' thoſe happy Talents part, 
ch ſhou'd be join'd for ever? 


ce perform an Act for Grace, 
rd with ſuch devotion ; 

ve my Celia Cloe's Face, 

« Celia's Motion. 


2 
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Dunmore K ATE. 


Here lately was a Maiden Fair, . 
With ruddy Cheeks and Nut-brown 
Who up to Town did trudge, Sir ; 
This pretty Maid, whoſe Name was Kate, 
Met here a hard unlucky Fate, 
As you anon ſhall judge, Sir. 


A little e'er it did grow Dark, 
She needs muſt walk into the Park, 
The Gentry for to ſee, Sir; 


Pitts to Ege Melancholy. 211 


x ſoon ſhe met a Footman gay, 
op'd her ſhort, and made her ſtay, 
it down under Tree, Sir. 


footman ſwore he was a Lord, 
$4 {0n made Katy to accord, 
grant him his full Will, Sir; 
bd his Lordſhip o'er and o'er, 
pen d all her Country ſtore, 

{let him take his fill, Sir. 


ten ſhe heard one call out John, 
je her Spark, and ſtra it was gone 
Trot before the Chair, Sir ; 

made this Damſel all alone 

hand ſob, and make great moan, 
{ ſhed full many a Tear, Sir. 


he, if theſe be London Tricks, 

ad me down amongſt my Dicks, 
tlive on Dunſmore Heath, Sir; 
come here again, 

believe one Man in Ten, ; 
the De'll come ſtop my Breath, Sir. 


CCC i 


gp 
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41S o0NG, Set by Mr. Leveridge. | | 
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WHEN Sawney firſt did Wooe ms, he 7 

m 
Advancing to undoe me, he gently took my 
He gently rais'd it higher, with piſh and muc 
His Lips ſtill creeping nigher, at laſt he Ki 


Advancingmoretotry me, withLaye's inchanti 
He drew himfelf more nigh me, and gently tou 
He ſer it all on Fire, with piſh and much ado, 

His Lips approaching nigher, at laſt he Kiſs'd 


Compleatly to undo me, he claſp'd me in his Win: 

As tho' he wou'd go through me, and — 
my 

As though he wou'd go through me, wal 


m 
As ſure as &'er he knew me, at laſt he did it u 
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Mr. Doggets SON G. 


ing you a Song of my Miſtriſs that's pretty, 
Lady jo frolick and gay; 

ts my Fancy to tune her ſweet Ditty, 

Love was all her Play. 


try and pretty, and tunes like a Fiddle, 
ly ſo frolick and gay; ; 
pins at both Ends, and ends in the Middle, 


Love was all her Play. 


ly ſo frolick and gay ; RW | : 
on her Back without flinching and ſqueaking, 
Loye was all her Play. 


Ken with Graces of Virtue and Honour, 
dy ſo frolick and gay; 


fair pair of Sheets with warm Love upon her, 
Loye was all her Play, 


j 

| 

i 
g and ſhe Kiſſes without a Word ſpeaking, | 

j 
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The Werld qromnd in a GLA i 
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T need we take care for Platonical Rules, 

or the Precepts of Ariſtotle ; | 

utthink to find Learning in Books are but Fools, 
Philoſophy lies in the Bortle : 

Mind that's confin'd tothe Modes of the Schools 
urives to the height of a Pottle : 
ages of our Ages keep a talking of our walking, 
rely, whilſt we that are wiſer 

all that's Moral in Cato and Plato, 

lncca talks like a Sizer : 

ful Bowls, full Bottles and Bowls be hur['d, 

Jollity may be compleater ; 

theo he be but a very little Warld, 

Drown d as well as the greater. 


drink till our Cheeks are as Star'd as the Skies, 

be pale colour'd Student flout us; 

t Noſes like Comets, ſet Fire on our Eyes, 

ve bear the Horizon about us: 

il make us fall, then our Heels ſhall divine; 
the Stars are a doing without us: 

go tell ye of Thunders and Wonders, 

Aftrologers all divine; Vt 
be a looker in our Natures and Features, 

ind nothing but Claret in mine; Ps 

ful Bowle, &c, © | 
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My THING 7s my Opn, 


1. 


I A tender young Maid have been courted by 
Of all ſorts — Trades as ever was any: 

A ſpruce Haberdaſber firſt ſpake me fair, 
But 1 would have nothing to do with Small 


My Thing is my Own, and ['8 beep it fo fil, 
Tet other young Laſſer may do what they will, 
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ſcented Courtier did give me a Kiſs, _ . 
remis d me Mountains if I would be his, 

{nor believe him, for it is too true, 

carriers do promiſe much more than they do. 

y thing is my own, &c. | = 


Man of Law did come out of the Strand, &”. ni 
al his own Cauſe with his Fee in his Hand, 
ea brave Motion but that would not do, ö 
id diſmiſs him, and Nonſuit him too. | 
ing is my 0wn, &c. 


ne a young Fellow, a notable Spark, 2 
Green Bag and Inkhorn, a Juſtices Clark) —_— 
d out his Warrant to make all appear, 

ent him away with a Flea in his Ear. 

nz is my own, &c. 


kr of Muſick came with an intent, 

me a Leſſon on my Inſtrument, 

him for nothing, and bid him be gene, 
little Fiddle ſhould not be plaid on. 


in7 is my own, &c. 


er came with abundance of Caſh, 
lno mind to come under his Laſh, 


3 
rd me Jewels, and great ſtore of Gold, a | 
| 


inn 


ld not Mortgage my little Free- hold. 
i my own, &. | 


Lieutenant ſurpriz'd my Placket, 

cely began to riflle and ſack it, 

d iy Spirits up and became bold, 

d my Lieutenant to quit his ſtrong hold. 
i; my own, &c. 


LI 


DT 


Young Bumpkin that was very rich, | 
with his Bargains to go thro' ſtitch, & 
a Sum, but it would not avail | 
ould admit him my Tenant in tay!. 
ny own, &c. 


1 nf 


But T1] have no Taylors to ſtitch it for me. 


I Gentleman that did talk much of his Gronn! 


4 A pretty young Squire new come to the Town 
© "To empty his Pockets, and ſo to $2 down, 


The ſame that he us'd to his Mother's Maid J 


That made their addreſſes in hopes of a ſnap 
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A fine dapper Taylor, with a Yard in his Hand 
Did profer his Service to be at Command, 
He talk'd of a lit I had above Knee, 


4 


My thing is my own, &c 


His Horſes, his Setting-Dogs, and his Grey-hou 

Pur in for a Courſe, and us'd all his Art, 

But he miſt of the Sport, for Puſs would not | 
My thing is my own, &C. 


Did profer a kindneſs, but I would have none, 


My thing is my own, &c. 


Now here I could reckon a hundred and more, 
Beſides all the Gameſters recited before, 


But as young as I was I underſtood Trap, 
My thing is my own, and I'll keep it ſo ſtill, 
Until I be Marryed, ſay Men what they will, 
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ind ners So N : Words by Mr. Samuel 
Wilde. | 


World can ever a Trade be found, 


 Cardiners, which repleniſh the Ground ; 
es the Earth by Providence's Hand, 
reat on unto der plenty 
To Mortals we er plenty 
Of Diſhes fine — ty: 
As Fruit and Sallads, 
0 pleaſure the Palates 
f each Man, 


ch is a Leſſon to teach Man 


we Gard'ners gain the Praiſe. 
L 2 | Before 


7 * 
gr 
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Nn that Adam in Paradiſe he 
ad rafted of the forbidden Tree; 
It was unlawful for any to Kill, 
Or the Blood of living Creatures to ſpill : 
The Fruit and the Herbs were ordained 
hereby they ſhould be ſuſtained, 
Without any Strangling, 
Or Killing and Mangling 

Each Creature; 
5 Can any Maxim be greater, 
For the Gardiners chiefeſt Praiſe ? 


"The Metropolitan Gardiners 'T rade, 
While Earth continues. can never Fade; 
For from the Ground we raiſe up a ſtore, 
To pleaſure the Rich, and nouriſh the Poor; 
Our Trade is the World's Phyſician, - 
Jo ſyit each Patient's Condition; 
For whatever ceaſes, ö 
We heal moſt Diſeaſes 
Of all Men, 3 
That happens, or ever befal Men: 
Thus we Gardiners gain the Praiſe. 


The skilfu! Doctors might pick their Nails, 
If ever the Trade of the Gardiners fail; 
For by our Herbs, the rareſt Compounds 

Are made to cleanſe, and to heal the Wounds: 


q — 


That incident Happens to any, 
And is well known unto many 
That have been pained, 
And ſorely complained 
Of Sorrow, N 
Yet have found Eaſe on the Morrow; 
Thus we Gardiners gain the Praiſe. 
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The Second PART. 

| 1 ba A 

| 1 

e Gardiners Paradiſe ſweetly grows, 


nations, Pinks, and the Damask Roſe ; 
wndreds of Flowers, whoſe fragtant Scent 
in one for to yield Content: 
: Mortals may raviſh their Senſes, 
0dours and ſweet Influences 
That comes from the Flowers, 
Which favouring Showers 
Sets Springing, 
And pretty Birds are ſinging - 
Pleaſant Notes in the Gardiners Praiſe, 


of Apples, with Pears and Mulberries, 

rapes and Pippins, with black and red Cherries; 

aches, Plumbs, Apricocks, and Quinces, 

aſure the Eye and the Pallate of Princes: 

| poſſeſs ſuch a Treaſure, 

t be enjoyed with Pleaſure ; 

Where Currants and Gooſeberries, | 

lusberries and Strawberries ' © * © © 
Invites you, 3 8 5 

Then taſte of the Fruit that Delights you, 


«| is fitting for Man to Eat, 
Herbs do ſavour the Meat? 
t or Boil'd, they anſwer both, 
e and Sallads, and Herbs for Broth, _ 
fant Garden preſents you FEY 
tral Kinds to content you ; „ 
dum, Thime, Winter-Savory, 
flint, Sage, and Roſemary, 
Whoſe Sweetneſs 
raers the Food with Compleatneſs: 
lis aſpires the Gardiners Praiſe. 


L 3 What 
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What Plants and Roots, and various things, 
To pleaſure the World in the Garden Springs; 
The Artichoak, Cabbage, and Colliflower, 
And Coleworts, our Garden affords a power: 
With Parſnips, and Carrots, and Onions, 
Young Cucumbers, Beets and Muskmelons ; 

And all things to cat 

VVich thoſe kinds of Meat 

That's Ordained, 

Or in the VVorld is contained : 

Thus we Gardiners gain the Praiſe. 


Sir William Butler's Bald C 


— a 
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s: uri ſay that for Sir diam Butler's Bald Colt, 
He's as good as any's in the Town 32; 

more than that, Sir Miliam Butler's Bald Colt. 

ls kick'd many a Man down 4. 

7:4, tel, &c. 


g ing out, Ho, Bal, Ho ſtand 2; (BaldColt, 


Vas at my Gaffer Hunt s Command 3. 
Toll, toll, &c. 


for my Gaffer Hunt to catch Sir William Butler's. 
2s he was not able. 
Toll, toll, &c. 


Tl, toll, &c. 


if he had'nt claw'd his Arſe with Birch, 
ie had fick d his Cods with _ 
for my Gaffer Hunt to ſet his 


=z—5s, 'twas but a Folly. 
Tl, toll, &c. 


aſt Sir N iam Butler's bald Colt 
p'd into another Man's Ground 3; 


( 8g ler's bald Colt, 


nd put him into the Pound 3. 
Toll, toll, &c. 


L 4 | In- 


Caffer Hunt ran after Sir William Butler's Bald Colt, 
that was as much as to ſay, as if Sir William Butler's. 


diam Butler's Bald Colt clapt his Ears in his Pole, 
id ran moſt lamentable; (Bald Colt, 


Caffer Hunt follow'd Sir William Butler's bald Colt, 


Er 
It m Hunt had caught Sir Wiklian 's 
had, chw'd his Arſe with Puck 4. 


ly; 1 
Vit to Sir William 


| there my Gaffer Hunt he caught Sir Wiliam 
(Batler's bald Colt, 


— 22 
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O Enfield Common, I met a VVoman, c ic 
A bringing North-Hall V Vater to the Town 
Said I fair Maiden, you're heavy laden, 
PIl light and give you eaſe in a Green Gown: 
_ ſhe, 'tis good Sir, to ſtir the Blood, Sir, 
or the Green-ſickneſs, Friend, will make me 
Then in a Minute J left my Gennet, 
And went aſide with her into a Thicket : 
Then with her leave there, a Doſe I gave her, 
She ſtraight confeſs'd her Sickneſs I did nick! 


I went to leave her, but this did grieve her, 
For panting on the Graſs ſhe did complain; 
| Tang Phyſician, my Sick Condition, 
fear will ſuddenly return again: 
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u deny me, and don't ſupply me 

ich many Potions of your {ſweeteſt Pleaſure z-' * 
i prichee Gallant improve thy Talent, * 

xe we have Opportunity and Leiſure; 

f ſuch like Greeting, my pretty Sweeting, 

ſeem'd to preſs upon me without meaſure. 


Summer V Veather, we ſat together, 
Ichatted all the pleaſant Afternoon; 

e was near us, to over-hear us, 

length I ſaid I'd put my Pipes in Tune: 
rea Gliſter, with that I kiſs'd her, 

cry d another Fit do's round me hover; 

the Green Ruſhes I'll veil my Bluſhes, 

in my Cheeks I know you may dilcoyers: 
ts my deſire, Love never Tire, 

0h! I long, I long, to be a Mother. 


that J told her, that I won'd hold her, 
linea to a Groat it ſhould be ſo; 

e Months after, a Son or Daughter, 

be your lucky Lot, Dear Love I know: 
ſhe, you Vapour, and draw your Rapier, 
yet methinks too ſoon you ſeem to tire; 
adhilling, if you are willing, 

Nine Months hence I have not my delire;, 
you'll venture, once more to enter, 


6! the Name of Mother I admire. | _ 


ed eaſe her, and fully pleaſe her, 

"a Lodging for my Enfeld Laſs ; 

"4 a Beauty, and knew her Duty, | 

Night we did in youthful 'pleaſures paſs, 
neſting Dliſſes, and charming Kiſſes, -- © 
owny Beds ſecure from Wind and Weather; 
the, Morning, by Day's adorning, . 
roſe and drank a Glaſs of Wine together: 

0s I crown'd her, for then I found her, 


ave a Heart far lighter than a Feather. 


VS. 
_ -_ — 


| 
4 # 
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I have cur'd her, likewiſe aſſur'd her, 

If c'er it was my luck to come that way; 
I'd pawn my Honour, to call upon her, 

But for that time I could no longer ſtay : 
The loving creature, of pou good nature, 

She gave me Twenty Kiſſes when we parted; 
Becauſe ſhe never had found ſuch favour, 

In Loves ſoft Pleaſures to be ſo diverted : 
Then ſtraight I mounted, for why I counted, 

'T was time I had her company deſerted. 


| 


4 SONG. 
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ET Monarchs Fight for Pow'r and Fame, 
With Noiſe and Arms Mankind Alarms: 
daily Fears, their Quier fright, 

d Fear diſturb their Reſt at Night: 

eatneſs ſhall ne er my Soul enthrall, 

re me Content, and I have all. 


mighty Love, to thee I call, 
re me Aſtrea, ſhe's my all, 
at Soft, that Sweet, that charming Fair, 
e cannot hurt while I have her; 
's Wealth and Pow'r, and only ſhe, 
4's all the World. to me. 
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A SONG. 
Set by Mr, LeveriDGE, 


1 us to Purge Melanchoh. 


l 


g on from yonder Green, - 

. pleaſant ſight I've ſeen; 

Dellcy jog, 10g , jogging, 

Dolle jogging on, 

res Cooling, Johney was fooling, 
he will you ne'er have done, 

og, jog, jog, 108, jogging on: 
n ſhines, make Hay, 

Pay, make Hay, make Hay good John; 
hey ho, that I might do ſo, 

| 198, JOB, jogging, 

4 10, jogging on. 
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| 


| — — —— — — 
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ak her of her Pain, 

nd begun again, 

d weary, jog, JOB» jogging, 
t Cheary, jogging on, 

x deary, prithee tarry, 
 han't already done; 
jog, jog, jog, jog, jogging on; 
un's down, pray ſtay, 
pray ſtay, good John, 
that I might do ſo, 
logging on. 


Kae 
5 | a 


© 
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A Scotch SONG. 


| 2 bonny Wully Craig, 
Par weel to au thy broken Vows to me; 
Thou waſt a lovely Lad, 
When on the Graſs thou tempted'ſt me; 


— - 
gy 404+ 
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have 1 dry'd mine Eyn, 
ka by my ſeln to Milking I have gean; 


ie I giſt the Green, 
t Wully vow'd to be my Swain. 


23 


at was my conny Lad, 
+ new Ruſſet 1 and Holland Band; 
w he's won his way, 

b Maiden-head, and Leve and au: 

licks were fee finely ſeam'd 

hone as bright as any in the Land; 

w he's won his way, | 


\ Maiden-head, and Leve and au. 


thraw away my Skeel, 

ang nea mere to yonder fatal Brow; 

L was pleas'd ſea weel, 

now I feel meer ner others do: 

k me by the wulling Hand, 

lyow'd to Hea'n how he wad conſtant be; 
kvingly we laid 

kr the ſhade of the Wullow-tree. 


| when the Loon had deun, 

nothing more of Love cou'd ſhew ; 
w he's won his Way, 

ſth Maiden- head, and Leve and au: 
Veam now begins to fill, 

| ſeun the bonny Bird will crow: 

de was won his way, 

ith Maiden-head, and Leve and ay. 


ANN 

2 : 
A 
2 
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A Son. Set by Mr. Leveridge 


D 
ſk 
FEE 

＋ 
＋ 
| 
d 
| 


FE“ rly in the dawning of a Winters morn, 

| Brother Dick and I went forth into the Bart 
To get our ſelves a heat, 
By Thraſbing of the Wheat, 

Ecom the Stack, from the Stack, from the Stack, the 


| oo: 4 5 45 | T7 | , , 
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e Straws they flew about, ; 


id the Flails they kept a rout, 
Thwack, Thwack, Thwack, Thwack, Thwack. 


ge. 


came in then with an Earthen Pot, N 
Pudding that was piping hot; 

aught her by the Neck faſt, 

id thank'd her for my Breakfaſt, 

Smack, &c. 

den up went her Tail, 

don went the Flail, 

Fa Thwack, Cc. 


hreſning on, cry 'd out fie for ſhame, 

beat the Buſh while you catch the Game; 
your wild Oats, - 

ud mind not her wild Notes, 


„Cc. 
ith I did che Jobb, 
hile the Flail bore a bob, 
1 Thwack, Cc. 


ok off the Staws and did nothing ail, 
Irs there was no defence againſt a Flail, 
bur quietly Jay ſtill, 
ind bid me fill, fill, fill, 

k, & C. 

Bit 'twas all in vain, 

fr] had ſpilt my Grain, 

iThwack, Cc. 


- 
A. 
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it ſhall 1 do to ſhew how much J love her, 
How many Millions of Sighs can ſuffice ? 
which wins other Hearts ne'er can move her, 
boſe common methods of Love ſhe'll deſpite : 

I love more than Man e'er lov'd before me, 

* on her all the Day, and melt all the Night, 
for her own ſake at laſt ſhe'll implore me, 
Love her leſs to preſerve our delight. 


Gods themſelves could not ever be Loving, 

n muſt have breathing Recruits for new Joys; 

a my Soul could be ever improving, 

v eager Love, more than ſorrow deſtroys. 
Aurelig's Arms, leave me expiring, 

tbe Imbalm' d with the ſweets of her Breath; 

te laſt moment III ſtill be deſiring; 

er had Hero fo glorious a Death. 


i * 
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Man his Wiſh obtain, 
happy would he be? 
-s ſeidom gain, 
bees are but in vain, 
tune diſagree: , 
Pow'rs of Love, 
Infelicity, 
ould the Fates conſpire, 
tate my deſire, 
love's a gentle Fire, | 
keeps the World alive: 
it puts to Pain; | 
me wiſh jn vain, in vain, 
promiſe any hopes to give. 


nd ſtill T view, 
not tell my Mind ; 
[my Flames, purſue, W: 
— that Bliſs undo, 
is for her deſign'd. "Af 
far above, | 
alting, rich, and kinds 
Hopes ſucceſsful prove 
{hall ne'er remove 
bing of her Love, 
we's Triumphs lead © 
v it baniſh me, | . 
e 
leb my Cboſt u hen L am dead. 


©. - —_— 2 * 


| 


» 
* 
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does the Morn in Blufhes riſe, 
Tell me, O God of Days? 
th! Clarena's Eyes, 
ne the _— Rays, 
tis true, ſhe's far more bright, 
per God be gone, 
thy baffled Beams in Night, 
rule Day alone, 


ice-like, full twenty Years 

th's cold Bed I'd lain, 

the Gods with Faſts and Pray'rs, 
al Crowns to gain: 

all, could you bur love, 

re would 1 — a 
leſs ſearch of Joys above, 


d out Heav'n in you. 
CNN Ne 
A SONS CG. 


— — — 2 — 


wv 
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Arewel the Darling Shades I love, 
The calm retirement of my Life, 
VVhere Pleaſures boundleſs as above, | 
Free from all Envy, Noiſe, or Strife: 
No Paſſions e er infeſt the Plains, | 
Contentment there immortal reigns; - — 
No Paſſions e'er infeſt the Plains, &c. 


- H. 

Were I to chuſe what Fate denies, Tha 

Could I command my Frowning Stars, _ 
Cities ſhould in Confuſion lie, a b 

E'er I'd embrace their reftleſs Cares; t 
Ob! that I might near gentle Streams, : 

Spend my dull Hours in Golden Dreams. aus 

; | L 

£42 n te 
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New SO N G. The Good Fellow. 


— 7 I. — — „ 


Hail to the Days that merit more Praiſe, 
Than all the reſt of the Year ; 

come the Nights that bringeth delights, 
well to the Poor as the Peer. y 
fortune attend each merry Man's Friend, 
tdoth but the beſt, he may; 

ting old Wrong with Cup or a Song, 

tive the cold Winter away. 

rive, &c. 46 

ery pack with a Whip at his Back, 
n to the Tartarian Flood; . 

+ profound let Envy be drown'd, 
pines at another s Good; 


IV. M Lot 


2 
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Let Sorrow's Expence come a thoufand Years 
All Payments have great delay ; 
And ſpend the long Nights in honeſt Delight 
E To drive the cold Winter away. 
To arive, &c. | 


The Court in his State ſets open his Gate, 

And gives free welcome to moſt : 
- The City likewiſe, tho ſomething Preciſe, 

Yet willingly parts with their Roaſt: 

But oy by Report from City and Court, 
The Country gets the Day ; 

More Liquor is ipent with better Content, 
To drive the cold Winter away. 

Id arive, &c. 


* The Gentry there, for Coſt doth not ſpare, 
| I be Yeomanry faſt nor till Lent; 

The Farmers and ſuch, think nothing too muc 
So they keep but to pay for their Rent: 

'The pooreſt of all do merrily call, 

When at a 8 they ſtay, 

For a Song or a Tale, or a Cup of good Ale, WS. 
To drive the cold Winter away. T 
To ae , &c. © 6 


*Tis ill for a Mind to Envy inclin'd, 
To think of ſmall Injuries now : 

Tf Wrath be to ſeek, do not Jet her thy Che 
Nor yet to Inhabit thy Brow: | 

Crofs out of thy Books afl Malecontent Loo 
Let Beauty and Youth decay, ; 

And wholly conſert with Mirth and with Sp 
To drive the cold Winter away. 

To arive, &c. 


bt 
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co 
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A BALLAD 


the New I wn, with the famous Sign- 
called the WNITE-HART, at SxoLn 
NoRFOLK, 


| I D not you hear | 
Of a Wonder laft Year, 
o all Norfolk did ring, 
Of an Inn and an Hoff, 
ith a Sign and a Poff, . 
night hold (God bleſt ur) the King,” 


The Building is great 
d very com proof 
not be compar'd to the Sign, 
ut within Doors I think 
ate a dr op of good Drink, 
ch drinks all he beſt Wine. 
M 2 But 
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But here's the deſign, 
What's amiſs in the Wine 
By Wenches ſhall be ſupply'd ; 
There's three on a row 
Stands out for a ſhow, 


To draw in the Gallants that Ride. 


The firſt of the Three, 
Diana ſhould be, 
But ſhe Cuckolded poor A#eon, 
And his Head ſhe adorns 
| With ſuch viſible Horns, 
That he's fit for his Hounds for to prey on. 


Tis unſafe we do find - Th 
To truſt Woman-kind, 
Since Horning's a part of their Trade: 
Diana 1s patch'd 
As a Goddeſs that's chaſte, 
Yet Acteon a Monſter ſhe made. 


The next Wench doth ſtand 
| With the Scales in her Hand 
And is ready to come at your beck ; * 

A new trick they've found, 

To ſell Sack by the Pound, 

But *twere better they'd ſell't by the Peck. 


The laſt of the three, 
They ſay Prudence muſt be, Doe: 
With the Serpent and Horn of Plenty; den 
But Plenty and Mit | Re | 
So ſeldom doth hit, ; 
That they fall not to one in Twenty. teir 


But above theſe things all 

Stands a Fellow that's ſmall, 
With a Quadrant mp4, the Wind, theſe 

And ſays he's a Foo 

That Travels from Stele, 


And leave his good Liquor behind. 


pi rs fo Purge Melanchoh. 245 


Near the top of the Sign 

frands — a Line, 

s Temperance ſtill pouring out; 
And Fortitude will F 
Drink what Temperance fill, 

kars not the Stone or the Gout. 


The next to theſe three, 

You'll an Uſurer ſee, 

i Prodigal Child in his Mouth: 
Tis Time (as ſome ſay) 

And well ſo it may, 

bey be devourers both. 


The laſt that you ſtare on, 

b; old Father Caron, 

; wvafring a Wench o'er the Ferry, 
Where Cerbenat does ſtand, 

To watch where they Land, 
kgether they go to be Merry. 


Now to ſee ſuch a change, 

a thing that is ſtrange, 

ine, who as Stories do tell us; 
His Money has lent, 
At Fifty per Cent, 

lege ſhould build for good Fellow:, 


but under this Work, 
Does a Myſtery lurk, 
hews us the Founder's Deſign ; 
tle has chalk'd out the way, 

or Gallants to ſtray, | 
tieir Lands may be his in fine. 


That's firſt an Ale- Bench, 

Next Hounds, then a Wench, 
theſe three to roar and to Revel; 
brings the Prodigal's Lands, 

lo the Uſurer's Hands, 
Body and Soul to the Devil. 


M 3 
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Now if you would know 
After all this ado, 

By what name this Sign ſhou'd be known; 
Some call it this, and ſome that, 
And ſome I know not what; 

But 'tis many Signs in one. 


*Tis a ſign that who built it, 
| Had more Money than Wit, - 
And more Wealth than he got or can uſe; 
Tis a ſign that all we 
| Have leſs Wir than he, 
That come thither to drink, and may chuſe. 


drci cee 
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1 I ſigh and hourl die, — — 
it not for 4 Lip uot a tanguiſhing Eye; 
ickle and falſe, and there we agree, 

theſe are the Virtues that Captivate me: 
ritner delieve what ejther can ſay, 

either believing we neither betray. 


evil to ſwear and ſay things of courſe, 
dean not the taking for better for Worſe, 
n preſent we Love, when abſent agree, 

t not of tris, nor tris of me: 
legend of Love, no couple can ſind, 

to part, and ſo eaſily joyn d. 


2 
* 
3 


LY 


1 
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Hen Aurelia firſt T courted, 
She had Youth and Beauty too; 
Pleaſures when ſhe ſported, 
her Charms were ever New : 
ting Time does now deceiye her; 
tich her Glories did uphold : 
Arts can ne'er retrieve her, 
"Wc 4i7elia's growing old. 


Airy Spirits which invited, 
retir'd, and move no more; 
ber Eyes are now benighted, 
ich were Comets heretofore : 
of theſe abates her Merits, 
I've Paſſion for her Name: 
kind and Active Spirits 
le, and maintain the Flame. 


do ihe he wipe hp hp hp hy hip 
A SONG. 


| 1a 


II 


932 


With a Song he charm'd her Ears 


Finding his Love grown ſtronger, 
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| hy the Shade upon the Graſs, 
Where Nymphs and Shepherds lye; 4 
N was courting of. a Laſs, 4 
And Nel ſtood liſt'ning by: a 
Quoth id, You will not tarry . 
Two Months before you Marry, 
Fye, no, fye, no, never tell me ſo ; 


For a Maid I'll live and dye, Iopy 
Quoth Nell, So will not I. x {a 
T 

Long Debates in Hopes and Fears, N 
With Kiſſes mixt between, wed 


How Minds have alter'd been; 


For fear cf ſtaying longer, 
Cry'd, Gocd row, pray now, If you love me let 
For fear you change my Mind, 


And leave wy. Heart behind. 


= WS JL 


LL 1 
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A SONG. 
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ppy the Time when free from Love, 

| rang'd the Woods and ev'ry Grove; 
I minded not the Great One's Fall, 
Nor whom Ambition did enthrall, 

ned not, &c. 


ily care was how to keep, 

cel Wolves my harmleſs Sheep | 
But tho' from Wolves my Sheep I kept, 

| * could my Heart from Love prote t. 

700 „&C. 


is not one upon theſe Plains, 


Loves like me of all the Swaias; 

But I have learn d now to my coſt, * 
That who Love's beſt muſt ſuffer mo: @- 
deve, OC , Art 
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Hilſt Europe is alarm'd with Wars 


And Rome foments the Chriſtian Jars; 


Europe is alarm'd with VVars, 
me foments the Chriſtian Jars; 

It guilty Britain fears her Fate, 
would repent her Crimes too late, 
would repent her Crimes too late. 


afe in my confin'd Retreat, 

the VVaves about me beat, 
envy none, and envy none, 
t dare be great, 

none that dare be great. 


jet Conſcience, and a Friend. 
re my happy Hours to ſpend; 
Celis to my Cell reſort, 
turns my Priſon to a Court, 

of Guards by Day and Night, 
lia ſtill be in my Sight, 
then they need not fear my flight; 


| ſenſe of Servile fear prevail, 

duld my Native Honour fail, 

right would all my Doubts controul, 
give me back my peaceful Soul, 

charming Truths her VVords contain, 

her Angel Voice refrain, | 

Lyes can never plead in vain. 
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Courts, Ambition kills the great, 

Cities, ſtrive for needleſs gain; 

do in Battles meet their Fate, 

| by Love, by Love am ſlain: 

= by Thunder, Thunder dy'd, 

netheus by the Vulture's Pain; 

dcom'd for Stealth, and that for Pride, 
| by Love, by Love am ſlain. 


wily deſperate Fools be brave, 

| build up Trophies to the Skies; 
mly Wiſh, ye Gads I have, 

hen at Clorinda's Feet I die: 

like ſome to Greatneſs born, 
ame and Empire rais'd up high; 
Fame, that Empire I wou'd ſcorn, 
At Clorinds's Feet wou'd die. 


h OA banned 200 


Here is one black and ſullen Hour, 

. Which Fate decreed our Life ſhouldknow; 

Elſe we ſhould ſlight Almighty Pow'r, 

Rapt with the | we find below; — 

Tis paſt, dear Cynthia! now let Frowns be gone 
A long, long Penance I have done; 

A long, long Penance I have done, 
For Crimes alas! to me unknown. 


In — = Hour of — Night, | 
our Image in my Dreams a S; 

J graſp the Soul of my Das. 

Slumber in Joy, but wake in Tears: 
Ah faithleſs charming Saint! what will you do: 
Let me not think I am by you; 

Let me not think I am by your 

Lov'd worſe, lov'd worſe for being true: 
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(7 LA, that I once was bleſt, 


Is now the Torment of my breaſt : 
Since to cure me, 
You bereave me, . 
Of the Pleaſure I poſſeſs : 


Cruel Creature to deceive me, 
Firſt to Love, and then to leave me; 
Cruel Creature to deceive me, 
Firſt to Love, and then to leave me. 


Had you the Bliſs refus'd to grant, 
I then had never known the want ; 
But poſſeſſing, 
Once the Bleſſing, 
Is the cauſe of my complaint: 
Once —_— but taſting, 
*Tis ne Bliſs that is not laſting. 


Celis, now is mine no more, 
But I'm hers, and muſt adore; 
Nor to leave her, 
Will endeavour, 
* that Capti vd me beſote: 
unk indneſs can diſſever, 
Loye that's true is Love for ever. 


* & 


PII Is to Purge Melanc hoh. 259 


541 IAD ef the NOSE. 
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ee merry Lads met at the Roſe, 
To ſpeak in the Praiſes of the Noſe ; 
Noſe that ſtands in the Middle place, 
ut the Beauty of the Face: 

Noſe with which we have begun, 
ſerve to make our Verſes run; 

wntion often barren growr, 

fill there's Matter in the Noſe. - 


„ 
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The Noſe his end's ſo high a Prize, 
That Men prefer't before their Eyes ; 
And no Man takes him for his Friend, 
That boldly takes his Noſe by th' end: 
The Noſe that like 1a flows, 
The Sea that did the Wiſe man poſe; 
Invention often barren grows, 
ret ſtil there's Matter in the Noſe. 


'The Noſe is of as many kinds, 
As Marriners can reckon Winds; | 
The long, the ſhort, the Noſe diſplay'd, 


The great Noſe which did fright the Maid: 
The Noſe through which the Brother-hood, 


Do parly for their Siſters good. 
Invention often barren grows, _ 
Tet ſtil there's Matter in the Noſe. 


The flat, the ſharp, the Roman ſnout, 
The Hawks Noſe circled round about 
The Crooked Noſe that ſtands awry, 
The Ruby Noſe of Scarlet dye: 
The Brazen Noſe without a Face, 
That doth the Learned College grace. 
Invention often barren grows, 
Yet ſtill there's Matter in the Noſe. 


The long Noſe when the Teeth appear, 
Shews what's a Clock, if Day be clear; 
The broad Noſe ſtands in Buckler's place, 
And takes the blows from all the Face: 
The Noſe being plain without a Ridge, 
Will ſerve ſometimes to make a Bridge. 

Invention oft en harren grows, 

Wet fill there's Matter in the Noſe. 
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dort Noſe is the Lover's Bliſs, 

e it hinders not a Kiſs; - 
voting Noſe, O monſtrous thing! 
he that did the Bottle bring: 
de that brought the Bott le hither, 


drink (O monſtrous! ) out of meaſure, 
unt ion often barren grows, 


Fill: there's Matter in the Noſe. 


fiery Noſe in Lanthern ſtcad, 

ight his Maſter home to Bed ; 
whoſoever this Treaſure owes, 

5 poor in Purſe, tho” rich in Noſe : 
grazen Noſe that's o'er the Gate, 
prains full many a Latin Pate. 

mtion often barren grows, 

fill there's Matter in the Noſe. 


Noſe take this in Snuff, | 
think it is more than enough; 
rſwer them, we did not fear, 
think ſuch Noſes had been here: 
there be, we need not care, 
ole of Wax our Statutes are. 

ent ion nom is barren gr own, 

* Matter out, the Noſe is blown, 
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Till Tm Wiſhing, till deſiring, 
Still She's giving, I requiring; 
Yet each Gift I think too ſmall, 
Still the more I am preſented, 
Still the leſs I am contented ; 


Tho' ſhe Vows ſhe has giyen me all. 


Can Druſilla give no more? 
Has ſhe Lavith'd all her Store? 

Muſt my Hopes to Nothing fall ? 
Oh you know not half your Treaſure ; 
Give me mote, give over Meaſure, 


Yet you can never, never give me all, 


TA 
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Jr G. formerly Maſter of St. Paul's School. 
2 


Paul's Church-yard in Londen, 
There dwells a noble Firker ; 
tke heed you that pals, 
you taſte of his Laſh, 
| have found him a Jirker: 
doth he cry, take him up, take him vp, Sir, 
atruſs with Expedition; 
0 the Birchin Tool, 
Which he winds i'th' School, 
nights worſe than an Inguiſition. 


tar you chance to us there, 
ks doth the Man of Bliacking ; 
He inſults like Puttock, 
Oer the Prey of the Buttock, 
» a ow Arſe ſends him packing. 
th, &c. 


vhen this well-truſs'd Trouncer, 
ato the School doth enter; 

With his Napkin at his Noſe, 

And his Orange ſtuft with Cloves, 
wi uy he'll venture. 

* 2.20, CC. Ns 
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A Frenchman void of Engliſh, 
Enquiring for Pauls — 
is Pardon my 
He counted a Toy, 
For he whipt him before all People. 
Still doth, &c. | . 


A Welchman once was whipt there, 
Until he did Beſhit him; 
His Cuds-pluter-a-na1), 
| Could not prevail, | 
For he whipt the Cambro-Britain. 
Still doth, &c. 


A Captain of the Train'd-Band, 
Sirnamed Cornelim Wallis; 
He _ him ſo ſore, 
Both behind and before, 
He notcht his Arſe with Tallies. 
Still doth, &c. 


For a piece of Beef and Turnip, 
Neglected with a Cabbage, 
e took up the Main Pillion 
Of his bouncing Maid Gillian, 
And ſows'd her like a Baggage. 
Still doth, &c. | 


A Porter came in rudely, 
And diſturb'd the humming Concord ; 
He took up his Frock, 
And paid bis Nock, 
And ſows'd him with his own Cord, 
Still doth he cry, &c. | 
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E Fire of Love in Vouthful Blood, 
Like what is kindled in bruſh Wood, 
tfor a Moment burns: 
nthat Moment makes a mighty Noiſe, 
mckles, and to Vapours turns, 
bon it ſelt, it ſelf deſtroys, 


bon ie felf, it {elf deſtroys: = . 
den crept into Aged Veins, 


y burns, and long remains, 
with a ſullen Heat: Ln 
fire in Logs, it glows.and warms em Idhg, 
d tho the be not ſa great, * 
ache Hear, the Heat as ſtrong, 
8the Heat, the Heat as ſtrong. 


VL IV. 


N Mn 


3560 Fa N Melonchob 


An Excellent B A L L A D, Inti 
The V. * Prince of Troy. 


en Troy Town for Ten Years, VV 
UVikitood the Greeks i in manful 

W. did their Foes increaſe ſo a6. 5 

That to reſiſt none could ſuffice, 
VVaſte lies thoſe Walls that were 


And Corn now grows where "we I fot: 


ne wandring Prince of 


VVhen he for Land 22 75 bad ought, 
Ar length argived wi 


To mighty Carth ter WY was, 1 N ü 


' VVhere Dido Queen with 


Did entertain this Fanta 


3 Jp*i; 
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u in Hall at: Meat they far, , 

e Queen deficous News to Bear, 7 
by unhappy Ten Years VVars | 
kclare to me, thou Trojan dear, 

heavy hap and chance ſo bad, 

ut thou poor wandring Prince haſt had? 


* then anon this worthy Knight, 

ith words demure as 4 could well, 

is unhappy Ten years VVars 

true a Tale began to tell? 

Words ſo ſweet, and Sighs ſo deep, 

oft he made them all to cep. . 


then a thouſand Sighs he fetch d, 

d every Sigh brought Tears amain, 
'where he ſat the Ko was wet, 

if he had ſeen thoſe VVars again 

xt the 9 — with Truth — 2 
vorthy Prince enough, no more. 


—— Night agecs _ on, fad, 
V rwinkling Stars 1'th' Sky were 

de his doleful Tale had told, 

every one lay. in his Bed ; 

re they full ĩweetly took thei. reſt, 


only Diao's boiling Brealt. 


illy VVoman never ſlept; 
in her Chamber all alone, 


all ſhe made her Moan, ery 
he ſhould ſtill defire-in vain; ACT 
ling chat the could not obtain. 


thus in Grief ſhe ſpent the Ni 

ul ewinklj ng. Stars. from, the = 2 fled, 
bebe with his — 

bro! miſty Clouds 
ydings came to 


il the Trejan Ships 
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e unhappy always ke 5 | —_— 
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And then the Queen with Bloody Knife 
Did arm her Heart as hard as Stone, 
Vet ſomewhat loth to Joſe her Life, 
In woful caſe ſhe made her Moan: 
And rolling on her careful Bed, 
With Sighs and Sobs theſe Words The ſaid: 


O wretched Dido Queen! quoth ſhe, 
I ſee thy End .approacheth near, 
For he is gone away from thee, 
Whom thou didit Love and hold fo dear: 
Ts he then gone and paſſed by? 
© Hearr prepare thy ſelf to die. 


Tho' Reaſon would thou ſhould'ſt forbear 
To ſtop thy Hand from Bloody ſtroak, 

Yet fancy ſaid thou ſhould'ſt not Fear, 
Who Eter'd thee in Cupid's Yoak, 

Come Death, quoth ſhe, and end the Smart, 

And with theſe Words ſhe pierc'd her Heart. 


When Death had pierc'd the tender Heart, 
Of Dido Carthaginian Queen, 

And Bloody Knife did end the Smart, 
Which ſhe ſuſtain'd in woful teen: 

Ene being Ship'd and gone, 

Whoſe Flatt'ry cauſed all her Moan. 


Her Funeral moſt coſtly made, 
And all things finiſh'd Mournfully, 

Her Body fine in Mould was laid, 
Where it conſumed ſpeedily : 

Her Siſters Tears her Tomb beſtrew'd, 

Her Subjects Grief her Kindneſs ſhew'd, 


They Was * 1 WN 

n Grecia, where he liv 3 

Whereas her Siſter in ſhort time, 2 
VVrit to him to his foul Diſgrace: 

In phraſe of Letters to her Mind, 

She cold him plain he was Unkind. 
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hearted VVretch (quoth ſhe) thou art, 
u creacherouſly thou haſt betray d, 

p thy Lure a gentle Heart, 

hich unto thee ſuch VVelcome made © 
liter dear, and Carthage Joy, 

hoſe Folly wrought her dire annoy.. 


an her Death-Bed when ſhe lay, 

4 for thy Proſperity, 

eching God that every Day 

oht breed thee grear Felicity : a 
; by thy means I loſt a Friend, 

vas ſend thee an untimely. End. 


en he theſe Lines, full fraught with Gall, 
ruſed had, and as ry them right? 

bfry Courage then did fall, 

nd ſtraight appeared in his ſight ? 

Dide's Ghoſt, both Grim and Pale, 

"ch made this Valiant Soldier Quail. 


„ quoth this griſly Ghoſt, 
whole delight while 1 did live, 
: of all Men I Loved moſt, 
Fancy and = VVill did give: 
tntertainment I thee gave, 
tankfully thou dig'ſt my Grave. 


refore prepare thy fleeting Soul, 

b wander with me in the Air, 

ere deadly Grief ſhall make it howl, 
auſe of me thou took'ſt no care: 

ly no time, thy Glaſs is run, 

Day is paſt, thy FRE is come. 


a while, thou lovely Spright, 
not ſo ready to convey ; 
Hul into eternal Night, 
here it ſhall ne'er behold bright Day, 
not frown ; thy angry look, 
made my Breath my. Life forſook. 
1. 


7 
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But wo is me, it is in vain 
And bootleſs is my diſmal Cry, 
Time will not be recall'd again, 
Nor you ſurceaſe before q Die, 
O let me live to make Amends, 
Unto ſome of thy deareſt Friends. 


But ſeeing thou obdurate art, 
And will no pity to me ſhow, 

Becauſe from thee I did depart, . 
And left unpaid what I did owe; 

1 muſt content my ſelf to take, 

What Lot thou wilt with me partake. 


And like one being in a Trance, 
A multitude of ugly Fiends : 
Abour this woful Prince did dance, 
No help he had of any Friends: 
His Body then they took away, 
And no knew his Dying-day. 


t 


4 


Knowing ſuch Champions intrapt wi . 
(riſh Lights: 
why ſhould we ſpeak of Tha Curled Locks, 
Rhodepe that gave ſo many Men the Pox. 

xd 01d Stories, and there you ſhall find, a 

Jane Shore, Jane Shore ſhe pleas'd King Edvard s mind 
Shore ſhe was for fair England, Queen Fredrick was. 


Honi ſoit qui mal y penſe. 


ſpeak of the Amazons it were too long to tell, 
1 of the Thracian Girls, how far they — 4 
excel 3. 
le with Scythian Lads, engag'd in ſeveral Fights, 
in the brave Venetian Wars, did foil advent rous 
| | (Knights: f 
ine and Julia were Veſſels wond'rous brittle, 
Jane Shore, Jane Shore took down K. Edward's Met 
| Jane Shore ſbe wat, &c. (clo. 


ii: of Thormydon, ſhe was a doughty Wight; 
Conquer'd Pala King in the Exerciſe of Night ;; 
ler ſlew the Dragon whoſe Teeth were all of Brafs,, 
he himſelf became a Slave unto the Lydian Laſs :. 
Theban Semel lay with Jove, not dreading all his 
hunder, 
lane Shore overcame King Edward, altho' he had 
Jane Shore ſhe was, &c. (her under. 


of Greece ſhe came of Spartan Blood, 

ala and Creſida they were brave Whores and good; 
en Clytemneſfira bold, flew-old Arthurs mighty Son, 
fair Harcyon pull'd down the Strength of Telamons 
le were the Ladies that caus'd the Trojan Sack, 

Jane Shore, Jane Shore ſhe ſpoil'd K. Edward's Back. 
Jane Shore ſhe was, &c. 


is the Ancient Fathers did great Venue defy, 
Ke with her own Father Je ſhe frared not to lia, 
N $ Hence: 


Pg 
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YH ſhould we boaſt'of Lai; and Ins Logics 


(for France, . 
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Hence Cupid came, who afterwards reveng'd his 
And made kind B7b/is do the like with = — 
And afterwards the Goddeſs kept Anis for — 
But Jane Shore, Jane Shore the ſtretch'd King Ew 


Ni 
Jane Shore ſbe w, &c. 


The Colcbin Dame Medes her Father did betray, 
And taught her Lover Jeſen how the Vigilant B 


( 

And after, thence convey'd her Father's golden F 

She with her Lover ſail'd away in Argue Ship to G 

But finding Jaſon Falſe, ſhe burnt his Wife and C 
But Jane Shore, Jane Shore ſhe ſhew'd King Ears 

Jane Shore ſbe wes, &c. 1 


Nomi of Saxony the Welſb State overthrew, 
HRrayn of Cornwal, Pendragon did fubdue ; 
Queen Nuinni ver with 4rtherfought ſingly hand to 
In Bed, tho' afterwards ſne made Horns __ 
- (to 
And to Sir Mordred Pi&iſh Prince a Paramore be 
But Jane Shore, Jane Shore ſhe made King Edward 


Jane Shore ſhe was, &c. 
c , 
a C 
(ned 


. of Italy ſee how ſhe ſtout! 
With Jeſuirs, Priefle and Cardinals, 


| And with King Henry, Roſamond ſpent many a dal 
Till laſtly ſhe was Poiſoned in mee fatal 1 
And Jean of Ari play'd in the Dark * r. K 
Joe Jane Shore, met King Edward, and gave bis 

Jane Shore ſhe was, &c. 


Paſiphe we know play'd feats with the Cretan Du 
And Proſerpine, tho ſo Divine, became black 7! 


Pt: 1s # Pivge Mildmboly: 25 
he Spaniſh Baud her Strumpets taught to Ticks are. their 


theſe and all the Curterans „ e heme. 
ride ; 
Joan WAS right, ultho? ſhe did the Papel $5 ber 7 
3 ud, 
t Jane Shore, Fane Shore ſhe made King Edward yield. i 
je Shore ſbe was, &c. 


wheclea and Tuatſe did govern Eypt's King; 


witty Wench of ud ver, ſue was a thing, 
B freely took her Lady's place, and wit CI = 17, 


with main force ſhe foil'd him 2 alt 
toten * 
which brave Act, he that her 1 ave her 115 & 
(Latly's Lund,, 
Jane Shave, Jans Shore King Eaward did command. 
june Shore ſhe wur, &c. 


e and TZarvs Hiſtoriaris Wirten, 
eir Illuſtrious Beauties, two Generals R 


they that in che Days of Yore kill d Men and 


dec (Sack'd their Cities, 
4 flonour of their Miſtreſſes compoſed rr — - 
ries 2 
Hera gay with Romans play, and be a Goddeſs 
ca » # 


Jane Shore, Jane Shore King Edward ſhe enthrall'd.2. 
ne Shore ſhe war, &c. 


Jolly Tanner's Daughter Harlot of Normandy, 
only had the 9 to pleaſe Duke Robert's Eyes 3 
| Roxolana-tho' a Slave, and born a Grecian,- 


d with a Nod, command and rule Grand Seigni- — 
(or Soy nan: 
Napies Joan would make them Groan that ardent- 
(ly did love her, 

Jane Shore, Jane Shore King * he did Shove 
cher. r. 


A- 


Jue Shore .be ve, &c. 
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; Spe” js doth of the Paten Brothers boaſt, 
— Cynthia W Ros Boy, Jaw 7 
tne ro 


Cleopatra lov'd Mark Anthony, and _ the did 
But compar'd to our Virago, they were but me 
(che 
Brave Carpet Knights in Cupid's Fights, their x 
(white Rapiers di 

But Jane Shore, Jane Shore King Eeward did ſubdue 
Jane Shore ſhe was for England, Queen Fredrick 


for Fr 
Koni ſoit qui mal y penſe. 


Hamlets inceſtuous Mother, was Gartrude 1 
« 
And Circe that enchanting Witch, the like was fes 


(ly & 

Warlike Pentheſile was an Amazonian Whore, , 
To Hefor and young Irolws, both which did her ad 
But brave King Edward, who before had Vi 
io 
Was like a Bond- ſave, fetter'd with Jane Shore's 
(conqu'ring Thig 
Jane Shore ſbe was for England, Queen Fredrick 


(Ir Ex 


Honi ſoit qui mal y 0G 
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ET the Soldiers rejoyce, 

With a general Voice; 

the Senate new Honour decree em: 
Who at his Armies head, | 
Struck. the fell Monſter dead; 

ſo boldly, ſo boldly, and bravely did; free em. 


To Meſs let em raiſe, | 
And their Emperors praiſe, 
Trophy of the Armies own making, 
To Maximinian too, | 
Some Honours are due ; 
joyn'd. in the brave undertaking. 


With Flowers let em ſtrow, 
The way as they go: | 
Statutes —. Garlands adorning, 
Who from Tyrannous Knight, 
Drove the Miſt from their fight; 
gaye em a Glorious Morning. 4 
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4. Iriſh SONG. 


Set by Mr, LeveRIiDGE. 


N E Sunday after Maſs, Dormet and his Laſs, 
To the Green Wood did paſs, 
All alone, all alone, all alone, all alone; 
He ask'd for one Pogue, ſhe call d Hm k Rogue, 
And ſtruck him with her Brogue, 


— 
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e my dear Joy, why will you be 

5 Play, let us Toy,” PRIN 
All a one — alone, * 

rere too Mild, you are ſo very Wi 
will get me with Shild, FIG 
0h hone, Oh hone, Oh hone. 


ib'd her with Sloes, and brib'd her with Nuts. 
\ Thorn prick'd her Foot, wick New, 
Hala lu, halls lu, hals la; 


ne pull it out, You'll hurt me, I doubt, 
make me to ſhout, 
Halla lu, halla lu, halls lu. 


* 
* 1 * - = A . 
* \ 7 4 ” 
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4 SONG... 
Set by My. Leveridge, 


WH EN Cupid from-his Mother fled, 

He changing his ſhave, thus made his Ef 
His Mother thought him Dead; 
Some did him a kindneſs, and cur'd him of hisB 


And thus diſguis'd like me, thus diſguis'd, 
Thus diſguis'd, thus diſguis'd like me, 
The little God, the little God, the little God could 


He enters into Hearts of Men, and there does ip 
(Juſt ſo do I) That Falſhood lurks within; 
'hat Sighing and Dying, is Swearing and Lying, 
All this diſguis'd like me, 
The little 804d the little God could ſee. 


ber 
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Phils has an Air ſo caogaging; ct Man ww 


ber hidden Beauties are Wonders I dare not diſ- 
ry, 
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So bewitching, that in vain I endeavour to forget 
Still ſhe brings me back again, and I daily love 


(b 


Kindneſs ſprings within her Eyes, and from the 
E a (always flo 
Ev'ry Minute does ſurpriſe with freſh _— 

Blow 

Were ſhe but as true as fair, never Man * ſuch 

Tres 

But I die with jealouſe Care, in the midſt of all 
Ple 


Free and eaſie without Pride, in her tc 
al 
Setting gentle Love aſide, ſhe's unmov'd with an 


(P 
Whet ſhe ſays 1 have her Heart, tho' 1 ought 
elleve 
She ſo kindly plays her part, I could be my 


Sosse U 5 


— 


ME all the Youths whoſe Hearts have bled, by 


(cruel Beauties Pride, 


each a Garland on his Head, let none his Sor- 
(rows hide ; 


Hand in Hand around me move, 
ng the ſaddeſt Tales of Love: 

try when your Complaints ye join, 
your Wrongs can equal mine. 


tappieſt Mortal once was I, my Heart no = 
ew, 

the pain with which I die, and ask not whence 

| (ir grew, 

if a tempting Faic you find, 

very Lovely, very Kind: 


bright as Heav'n, whoſe Stamp ſhe bare, 


ot my Fate, and ſhun her Snare. , 
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| An cruel bloody Fate, what can ſt tho do me 
Alaſs, 'tis now too late Philander to reſtore: 
VVhy ſhould the Heav'nly Powers peeſyace ou 
| to 


| That they Guard us here, and reward us there, y* 
| | (our Joys dec? 


”— * 
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Yonyard then ſhe took, and held it in her Hand, 
ith a dying Look, cry'd; thus I Fate Command: 
, ah, my Love I came to meet thy Shade below, 
tome, ſhe cry'd, with a V Vound ſo wide, 

e need no ſecond Blow. 


uple Waves her Blood ran ſtreaming down the 


(floor 
v'd ſhe ſaw the Flood, and bleſs'd her dying hour ; 
ur, ah, Philander (till; the bleeding Phili; cry'd; 
Vept a while, and fhe fort'd a Smile, 
en clos'd her Eyes and Dy'd. 
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Leſs Mortals, bleſs the clearing Light, 
That flows from Celia's Eyes, 
For never did a Star ſo bright, 
In Beauty's Heav'n riſe: 

And whilſt a Crown's uneaſy weight, 
And all the mighty Toils of State, 
She ſoftens with her Charms, 
Bleſs, bleſs the happy Monarch in her 


Who lives that does not yield to Love, 
And oft his Joys renew; 
And yet how few in King's approve, 
What they themſelves purſue. 
The — rowd themſelves afford, 
The pleaſures they deny their Lord, 
Tho' Love is Empire's Dower, 
To recompence the Slavery of Power. 


Wy 
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Unhappy memorable S o x o, of the Hunting 
Uu Che vy-CHass, between Earl PI ER cy 
ENGLAND, and Earl DowGLas of 
dCOTLAND. 


0D proſper long our Noble Kin 
Oar Lives and Safeties all, 1 199 
oful Hunting once there did, mY 

| Chevy-Chaſe befal; © 


dive the Deer with Hound and Horn, 
1 Piercy took his way: 
Child may rue that is unborn, 
de Hunting of that Day: 
oe 


tout Earl of Northumberland, 
Vos to God did make, 
leaſure in the Scoteiſb Woods, 
nee Summers Days to take: 


chieſeſt Haves in Chevy - Chace, 
kill and bear away; 

Tydings to Earl Dowglas came, 
Sctlang where he lay: 


VL. IV, O 


Who ſent Earl Piercy preſent Word, 
He would prevent his Sport: 

The Engliſh Earl not fearing this, 
Did to the Wood reſort, 


With Fifteen Hundred Bow-men bold, 
All choſen Men of Might; 

Who knew full well in time of need, 
To aim their Shafts aright : 


The gallant Grey-hounds ſwiftly ran, 

To chace the Lallow Deer; 

On Munday they began to Hunt, 
VVhen Day-light did appear: 


And long before High-noon they had, 
A Hundred fat Bucks ſlain; 

Then having Din'd, the Drover went, 
Jo rouſe them up again: 


The Bow-men muſt'red on the Hills, 
VVell able to endure; 

Their back- ſides all with . care, 
That Day was guarded ſure: | 


The Hounds ran ſwiftly thro' the VVoods, 
The nimble Deer to take; 

And with their cries the Hills and Dales, 

An Eccho ſhrill did make: 


Lord Piercy to the Quarry went, 
To view the tender Deer, 

Quoth he Earl Dowglas promiſed, 

This Day to meet me here: 


If that I thought he would not come, 
No longer would I ſtay; 

VVith that a brave young Gentleman, 
Thus to the Earl did lay ; 
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0 yonder doth Earl Dawglas come, 
His Men in Armour bright ; 

ll Twenty Hundred Scortiſh Spears, 
All marching in our Sight : 


Men of pleaſant Tividale, 

Faſt by the River Tweed; 

ien ceaſe your Sport, Earl Piercy ſaid, 
And take your Bows with ſpeed : 


11 now with me my Country-men, 
Your Courage forth Advance ; 
never was there Champion yet, 

In Scotland or in France: 


hat ever did on Horſe- back come, 
but ſince my Hap it were; 

lorſt Encounter Man for Man, 
Vith him to break a Spear: 


| Dowglas on a Milk-white Steed, 
Moſt like a Baron Bold; 

de fore moſt of the Company, 
VVhoſe Armour ſhone like Gold: 


'w me (ſaid he) whoſe Men you be, 
That Hunt ſo boldly here; 

ur without my Conſent do Chaſe, 
And kill my Fallow'Deer : 


e Man that firſt did Anſwer make, 
Vas noble Percy he; 

ho ſaid we liſt not to declare, 

Nor ſhew whoſe Men we be; 


ve will ſpend our deareſt Blood, 
Thy chiefeſt Harts to flay ; - 

en Dongle ſwore a ſolemn Oath, 
dad thus in Rage did ſay: 


O 2 


—— — — 


a 
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E'er thus J will out-braved be, 
One of us two ſhall die; 

I know thee well, an Earl thou art, 
Lord Piercy, ſo am I. 


But truſt me Percy, pity it were, 
And grear offence to kill, 

Any of theſe'our harmleſs Men, 
For they have done no ill: 


Let thou and I the Battle try, 


And ſet our Men aſide, 
Accurſt be he, Lord Piercy ſaid, 
By whom it is deny'd. 


Then ſtep'd a gallant Squire forth, 
Witherington was his Name; 

VVho ſaid I would not have it told, 
To Henry our King for ſhame: 


That e'er my Captain fought on Foot, 
And I ſtood looking on; 

You be two Earls ſaid Witherington, 
And I a Squire alone: 


III do the beſt that do I may, „ 

| VVhile I have Power to ſtand : 

VVhile I have Power to wield my Sword, 
F11 fight with Heart and Hand, 


Our Engliſh Archers bent their Bows, 
Their Hearts were good and true ; 

At the firſt Flight of Arrows ſent, 
Full Threeſcore Scots they flew. 


'To drive the Deer with Hound and Horn, 
Earl Dowglas had the Bent: . 

A Captain mov'd with mickle Pride, 
The Spears to Shivers ſent ; 
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clos'd full faſt on every ſide, 
o flackneſs there was found; 

| many a gallant Gentleman, 

y Gaſping on the Ground: 


hriſt! it was a Grief to ſee, 
Ind likewiſe for to hear, ; 
cries of Men lying in their Gore, 

ud ſcatter'd here and there: 


aft theſe two ſtout Earls did meet, 
ke Captains of great Might; 
Lions moy'd they laid on load, 

d made a cruel fight; 


' Fought until they both did Sweat 
ich Swords of tempered Steel]: 

| the Blood like drops of Rain, 

bey trickling down did fall. 


u thee, Lord Piercy,: Dowglas ſaid, 
Faith T will thee bring, 

e thou ſhalt high advanced be, 
James our Scotiſb King: 


Ranſom I will freely give, 

1d thus Report of thee; 

Lart the moſt Couragious Knight, 
t ever I did ſee. | 


Dowglas, quoth Earl Percy then, 
oy proffer I do ſcorn ; 

| not yield to any Scot, 

ut ever yet was born. 


that there came an Arrow keen, 
utof an Engliſh Bow; 

ch ſtruck Earl Dowglas to the Heart, 
deep and deadly Blow. 


0 3 
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Who never ſpoke more Words than theſe, 
Fight on my merry Men all; 

For why, my Life is at an end, 
Lord Piercy ſees my fall. 


Then leaving Life, Earl Percy took, 
The dead Man by the Hand ; 
And ſaid Earl Dowglas for thy Life, 

Would I had loſt my Land. 


O Chriſt! my very Heart doth bleed, 
With ſorrow for thy Sake ; 

For ſure a more renowned Knight, 
Miſch ance did never take. 


A Knight amongſt the Scots there was, 
Which ſaw Earl Dowglas die: 

Who ſtraight in Wrath did vow Revenge 
Upon the Earl Pierey: 


Sir Hugh Montgomery, was he call'd, 
Who with a Spear molt bright, 

Well Mounted on a gallant Steed, 
Ran fiercely thro' the Fight: 


And paſt the Engliſh Archers all, 
Without all Dread or Fear; 
And thro' Earl Piercy's Body then, 
He thruſt his hateful Spear : 


With ſuch a vehement Force and Might, 
He did his Body gore; 

The Spear ran thro' the other ſide, 
A large Cloth-Yard and more. 


So thus did both thoſe Nobles die, 
Whoſe Courage none could ſtain, 

An Engliſh Archer then perceiv'd, 
The Noble Earl was Slain ; 
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had a Bow bent in his Hand, 
Made of a truſty Tree: 

Arrow of a Cloth Yard long, 
Unto the Head drew he; 


winſt Sir Hugh Montgomery 
$ right his Shaft he ſet; 


| his Hearts Blood was wet. 


is Fight did laſt from break of Day, 
Till Setting of the Sun; 

when they rung the Evening Bell, 
The Battle ſcarce was done. 


th the Earl Piercy there was ſlain, 
hir John of Ogerton, 

Robert Rateliſf, and Sir John, 

lir James that bold Baron : 


bd with Sir Oearge and good Sir Jamet, 
both Knights of ood Account ; 

ed Sir Relpb Rabby there was lain, 
Whoſe Proweſs did ſurmount : 


' Witherington needs muſt I wail, 
As one in doleful dumps; 

when his Legs were ſmitten off 
tle Fought upon his Stumps. 


with Earl Dowglas there was ſlain, 
ir Hugh Montgomery; 

Charles Currel, that from the Field 
One Foot would never fly. 


| Charles Murrel of Ratcliff too, 
lis Siſter's Son was he; 

' David Lamb ſo well eſteem'd, 
let ſayed could not be. 


Q. 4 


x Grey-gooſe Wing that was thereon, 
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And the Lord Markwel in likewiſe, 
Did with Earl Dowglas dye; 

Of Twenty Hundred Scortiſh Spears, 
Scarce Fifty Five did fly. 


Of Fifreen Hundred Engliſh Men, 
Went home but Fifty three ; 
The reſt were lain in Chewy-Chaſe, 
Under the Green Wood Tree. 


Next Day did many Widows come, 
Their Husbands to bewail, 


They waſh'd their Wounds in briniſh Tears, 


But all would not preyail. 


Their Bodies bath'd in Purple Blood, 
They bore with them away ; 

They kiſs'd them dead a Thouſand Times, 
When they were clad in Clay. 


This News was brought to Edinborough, 
Where Scotland's King did Reign; 
That brave Earl Dowglas ſuddenly, 
Was with an Arrow Slain. 


O heavy News, King James did ſay, 
Scotland can witnels be ; 
J have not any Captain more, 


Of ſuch Account as he: 


Like Tydings to King Henry came, 
Within as ſhort a ſpace ; 

That Piercy of Northumberland, 
Was ſlain in Chevy-Chaſe. 


' Now God be with him ſaid our King, 
Sith 'twill no better be; 

I truſt T have within my Realm 
Eive Hundred as good as he. 


ITI 1 


for | 
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ſhall not Scot or Scotland ſay, 
luc] will Vengeance take; 

be Revenged on them all, 

for brave Lord Piercy's ſake. 


« Vow full well the King perform'd, 
ter one Humble-down ; Sel 
ne Day Fifty Knights were Slain 

lich Lords of great Renown. 


Jof the reſt of ſmall account, 

id many Hundreds Die, 

x ended the Hunting of Chevy-Chaſe, 
lade by the Earl Pier. 


i ſave the King, and bleſs the Land, 
n Pleaty, Joy and Peace; 

! grant henceforth that foul Debate, 
[wixt Noble Men may ceaſe. 


— 


— 
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A* fair Olinda fitting was, 
Beneath a ſhady Tree ; 

Much Love I did — to her, 
And ſhe the like to me: 

Tut when I kiſs'd her lovely Lips, 
And preſt her to be kind: 

She cry' d, Oh no, but I remember, 
Womens Words are Wind. 


T hugg'd her till her Breath grew ſk ort, 
Then farther did intrude; 

She ſcratch'd and ſtruggl'd modeſtly, 
And told me I was rude: 

T: begg'd her pardon Twenty times, 
And ſome Concern did feign; 

Dut like a bold preſumpruaus Sinner, 
Did the like again. 


At laſt I did by dalliance raiſe, 
The pretty Nymph's deſire; 


Our Inclinations equal were, oF 
And murval was our fire: tha 
Then in the height of joy ſhe cry'd, he | 
Oh! I'm undone I fear; ; Loi 


Oh! kill me, ſtick me, ſtick me, 
Kill me, kill me quite my dear. 
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4 SONG. 
Set by Mr. James Hart, 


— 


2 


4 


TOW ev'ry Place freſh Pleaſure yields, 
Let all our Appetites be free; 

t us enjoy the Verdant Fields, 

This is Dame Nature's Jubilee. 


ith Garlands made of ſweeteſt Flow'rs, 

Our Temples bound, we'll Dance and Sing, 
blichly will we paſs the Hours, 

As to promote the growing Spring: 


de Sylvian Gods the Nymphs and Fawns ;- 
hall to our Chorus join their Voice; 

he Woods, the Streams, the Hills and Lawns; . 
Loudly in Ecchoes ſhall rejoyce; 
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HO' the Pride of my Paſſion fair Sylvis betrays, 
And frowns at the Love I impart; 

kindly her Eyes twiſt numerous Rays, 

o tye a poor fortunate Heart: 

her Charms are ſo great, I'll be bold in my Pain, 

Heart is too tender, too tender, that's ſtruck with 


[my Heart is ſo juſt to my Paſſionate Eyes, 
diſſolves with Delight while I gaze; 

| he that loves on, tho" Sy denies, 

is Love but his Duty obeys : 

more can refrain her Neglects to purſue, 
Than the force, the force 

her Beauty can ceaſe to ſubdue. 


þ nn x 


(Diſdain, 
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88 tell Aminter gentle Swain, 1 
I would not die, nor dare complain; 7 
Thy tuneful Voice with Numbers join, f 
Thy Voice- will more prevail than mine: * 
For Souls oppreſs'd and drown'd with Grief, 

The Gods ordain'd this kind Relief ; : 
That Muſick ſhould in ſounds convey, 4 
What dying Lovers dare not ſay. Vo 


A Sigh or Tear perhaps ſhe'd give, 
But Love on Pity cannot live; 


Tell her that Hearts for Hearts were made; er. 
And Love with Love is only paid: Th 
Tell her my pains ſo faſt encreaſe, d: 
That ſoon they will be paſt Redreſs; t 0 
For ah! the Wretch that ſpeechleſs lies, Ne 
Attends but Death to cloſe his Eyes. 7 < 

ne 

he. 
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4 SONG. 


erer ſaw a Tace till now, 

Thar could my Paſſion move; 
id and ventur'd many a Vow, 
t durſt not think of Love: 
beauty charming ev'ry Senſe, 
2 calle Conqueſt made; 

ne wid the vaineſs of Defence, 
hen Phillis does Invade. 


ih! her colder Heart denies, 

e Thoughts her Looks Inſpire ;. 
while in Ice that frozen lies, 

er Eyes dart only Fire: 

Keen Extreams 1 am undone, 

e Plants to North ward ſet; 
oy too violent a Sun, : 
i Cold, for want of Heat. A: 


, 
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Fire Heart is Oil the fame, : 
Hard and Cold as Winter's Morning, I 
Tho' my Love is ever burning ; 

Yet no Frowns or Smiles can ever 

Melt her Ice, or cool. my Fever, 

Melt her Ice, or cool my Fever. 


Sa long I talk and think of Love; | 
All the Groves and Streams can Name her; ye 
All the Nymphs and Ecchoes blame her, d 
If ſhe keeps her cruel Faſhion, 
Nought but Death can eaſe my Paſſion, te 
de 
Of all the Charms that Lovers have, Va 
All the Sighs, the Groans, the Anguiſh, Fe 
All rhe Looks with which I languiſh ; 0 
Moves not her to any Feeling, | 1 


Beauty takes Delight in Killing. 


a = 
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LY from Olinda Young and Fair, 
fly from her ſoft engaging Air, 
{Wit in Woman found fo rare; 
all her Looks to Love adviſe, 
jet unconquer'd Heart denies, 
breaks the Promiſe of her Eyes. 


e not your Youth in Coy diſdain, 
e not your Beauty's pleaſing Reign, 
kays of Rigour to maintain; 

re to Kings Obedience owe, 

o the Gods with Incenſe go, 


for the Bleſſing they beſtow. X 
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AFL my paſt Life is mine no more, 
The 4 — are gone, 
Like tranſitory Dreams giv'n o'er, 
Whoſe Images are kept in ſtore, } 
By Memory alone. 


Whatever is to come is not, 
How can it then be mine ? 
The preſent Moment's all my Lot, 0 
And that as faſt as it is got, 4 
Phils is only thine. 


Then talk not of Inconſtancy, 
Falſe Hearts and broken Vows; 
If I by Miracle can be, 
This long- liv'd Minute true to thee, 
It's all that Heav'n allows. 
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LLYCO C K. Set by Ar. Tho. Wroth. 


l1ycock came to my Lady's Toe, 
And there the Whoreſon began to go; 
Had he Feet, 
Ay marry had he? 
And did he go, 
Ay marry did he? 
bolt upright and ready to ficht, 
and Pillycock he lay there al Night. 


heck came to my Lady's Heel, | 
d there the Whoreſon began to feel; 
Had he Hands, 
Ay marry had he? 
And did he feel, 
Ay marry did he? 
$1 belt upright, & c. 


Pillyrock came to my Lady's ſhin, 
And there the Whoreſon began to grin 
Had he Teeth, 
Ay marry had he? 
And did he grin, 
Ay marry did he? 
So bolt upright, &c. 


Pillycock came to my Lady's Knee, 
And there the Whoreſon began to ſee; 
Had he Eyes, 
Ay marry hadhe? 
And did he ſee, 
Ay marry did he? 
So bolt upright, &c. 


Pillycack came to my Lady's Thigh, 
And there the Whoreſon began to fly ; 
Had he Wings, 
Ay marry had he? 
And did he fly, 
Ay marry did he? 
30 bolt upright, &c. 


Pillycock came to my Lady's — 
And there the Whoreſon began to hunt; 
Had he Hounds, 
Ay marry had he? 
And did he Hunt, 
Ay marry did he? 
So bolt upright, &c. 


Pillycock came to my Lady's Quilt, 
And there the Whoreſon began to Tilt ; 
Had he a Lance, 
Ay marry had he ? 
And did he Tilt, 
Ay marry did he? 
So bolt upright and ready to fight, 
Pillycock he lay there all Night, 
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1xpHoN and CHLOR1S: Or, the Coy 
Shepherd and kind Shepherdeſs. 


He's. fearful that his Flocks ſhould go aſtray, 
And from her kind Embraces would away; 
But ſhe with Charms doth him ſo fetter, 

That for to ſtay he finds it is better: 

When Flocks, and Herds, and Concerns do fail, 
Lowe muſt be ſatisfied, and will prevail. 


H Chloris awake, 

It is all abroad Day, 
u Sleep any longer, 
ir Flocks they will tray. 


L. IV. P 
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Lye ſtill, my dear Shepherd, 
And do not riſe yer, 

*Tis a cold windy Morning, 
And beſides it 1s wet, 


My Chloris make haſte, 

For it is no ſuch thing, 
Our Time we do waſte, 

For the Lark is on Wing ; 
Beſides I do fancy, 

J hear the young Lambs, 
Cry, Baa, baa, baa, baa, 

For the loſs of their Dams. 


My Shepherd I come, 

Though I'm all over Sorrow; 
But I ſwear I'll not love you, 
If you riſe ſo to Morrow: 

For methinks 'ris unkind, 
Thus early to riſe, 

And not bid me good Morrow, 
Brings Tears from my Eyes, 


Oh! hark my dear Chloris, 
Before thou ſhalt Weep; 
T'll ſtay to embrace thee, 
NegleQing my Sheep: 
My Flocks they may wander, 
One Hour, Two, or Three: 
Bur if I loſe thy Favour, 
I ruin'd ſhall be. a 


I joy my dear Shepherd, 
To 4 thee for ſo; 

It eaſes my Heart of 
Much Sorrow and Woe: 

And for thy Reward, 

_ I will give thee a Kiſs; 

And then thou ſhalr taſte, 
Of a true Lover's Bliſs. 


But Chloris behold now, , 
Bright Phæbus his Beams, 
nvites us to go 
To the murmuring Streams? 
hear the brave Huntſmen ; 
Doth follow the cry: 
ad make the Woods ring, 
ret how Sluggiſh am I. 


Irbe Hounds and the Huntſmen 
May follow the Chace ; 

Whilſt we enjoy Pleaſure, 

In a far better Place: 

Thou know'ſt my dear Shepherd, 
There is no Delight; 
like Lovers Enjoyment, 

From Morning till Night. 


Alas! my dear Chlors, 

What doſt thou — 
The Care of my Flocks 
Doch abate my Deſire: 
Ie Lambs are new Yeaned, 
And tender for Prey; 

ind I fear the fly Wolf, 

He ſhould bear them away. 


A do not fear it, 
he Wolf he is fled, 

0 take up his Lodging, 

In his moſſy Bed. A 
hen let me embrace theo, 
Whilſt we do agree; 

ind I do promiſe to go, 
Thou ſhalt after be free. 


/ Chlorzs, thy Words, 
Are ſo powerful to me; 
that I could be willing, 
To tarry with thee; 


P: 
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Therefore to content thee, 
One Hour I will ſtay, 
But I vow, by God Cupid, 
I will then go away. 


Now I have my Wiſhes, 
Dear Shepherd we'll part; 
Altho' thou doſt carry, 
Away my poor Heart: 
I bleſs the great Gods, 
That to Lovers are kind; 
To bring us together, 
Such bliſs for to find. 


Then farewel dear Chlori, 

Till I ſee thee g_ 
For now I will haſte to 

My Flocks on the Plain: 
Where I will record, 

T by true Love in ſuch Rhimes ; 
For Shepherds to admire, - 
ſucceeding times. 
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32 long Vo cAT ION: Or, a New Touch of the 
Times Vith the Comical Humours of N ts we 
BeTHLEM, Dr. TRoTTER, the never 
born Doctor, and the Muſick- Houſe, &c. 


the long Vocation, 
When Buſineſs was ſcanty, 
it Cherries, and Whores, 
Extraordinary Plenty. 


Jen News came to England, 
The beſt &'er was known, 

ul our Armies Victorious, 
The French overthrown. 


When Quality withdrew 

To their Grotto's of Pleaſure, . 
nd Ladies to the Wells, 

To ſpend their Lord's Treaſure. 


When decripped old Sinners, 
To the Bath did reſort, 
ir venereal Diſtempers, 


As wel he Sport, 
well as the Sport P; When, 
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When the Red Robe was gone, 
To the Country Aſſizes, 

And Butchers, and Carmen, 
Were fighting of Prizes. 


When Orthodox alſo, 
From the Pulpit did roar ; 
Twas the Sins of the Nation, 
Maid our Taxes ſo ſore. 


When young Golden Captains, 
Did walk the Parade; 

But a draught once in motion, 
Were always afraid. 


When the Cits did retire, 
To their Country-Houſes ; 

Leaving Servants at home, 
To lye with their Spouſes. 


When Wives too would junket, 
While their Cuckolds did ſleep: 

And ſpend more in a Night, 
Then they got in a Week. 


When high topping Merchants, 
VVere daily beſet; 

And Statutes of Bankrupts, 
Fill'd half our Gazet. 


VVhen Lawyers had not Money 
Nor Shop-keepers Trade; 8 

And our Nation preparing 
Another to invade. 


VVhen the Seaſon was to hot, 
For the goggle ey'd Jews; 

To exerciſe their Faculties, 
In Drury-Lane Stews, 
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den Inns of Court-Rakes, 
And Quill-driving Prigs, 
ock d to St. James's, 

To ſhew their long Whiggs. 


hen Sodomites were ſo impudent 
To ply on the Exchange ; 

:d by Day-light the Piazza's 

Of Covent-Garden to range. 


hen the Theatre Jilts, 
Would S- ve for a Crown; 
1d for want of brisk Trading, 
Patrol'd round the Town. 


hen Debauches of both Sexes, 
From Hoſpitals crept ; 

here Nine Months at leaft, 

In Flannel they ſlept. 


den Drapers ſmugg'd Prentices, 
With Exchange Girls moft jolly ;. 
ter Shop was ſhut up, 

Could Sail to the Polly. 


hen the Amorous Thimberkins, 
In Pater. noſter- Row; 


ith their Sparks on an Evening, 
Could Coach it to Bow. 


hen Poets and Players, 

Were ſo damnable — 
tat a Three- penny Ordinary, 
They often would Score. 


| 


hen De Foe and the Devil, 
At Leap-Frog did play; 
nd huffing proud Vintners, 
broke every Day. 


Vh | 24 When 
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When Chamber-maids dreſs d, 
In their Miſtreſſes Cloaths; 

Walk'd in all Publick places, 
To Ogle the Beaus. 


When Tally. men had no Faith, 
With Strumpets and Whores; 

Bur nap'd them in the Streets, 
By Dozens and Scores. 


When Informers were Rogues, 
And took double pay; 

Much worſe than the Perſons, 
They are hir'd to betray. 


When Serjeants were ſo vigilant, 
'T was impoſſible to ſname em; 

But whip ſee Jethro, immediately, 
66 — Eternally D-— em. 


When Brewers to the Victuallers 
Was ſo curſed ſevere, 

They ſcarce would give Credit, 
For a Barrel of Beer. 


Thus is it not evident, 
Tap-laſhes don't thrive ; 

Since they ſwarm in moſt Priſons, 
Like Bees in a Hive ? 


But you Blue Apron Tribe, 
Let this caution prevail; 
Be not too Saucy, 


Leſt you Rot in a Goal. 


At this Juncture of time, 
I ſtrol'd to Moor- Fields; 

Much us'd by the Mob, 
To exerciſe their Heels. 


Uſo fam'd for a Conjurer, 


here a little below him, 


Dwells the never born Docter, 


wo ſuch impudent Raſcals, 


For Lying and Prating ; 


hat the Series of their Lives, 
Is not worth my Relating. 


With Rhino good ſtore ; 


0 gratifie my Luſt, 
went to the Star; 


A Whore in the Bar. 


t con — ly bedaub'd, 
With Patches and Paint. 


veet Lady, cry'd I, 
| vow and proteſt ; 
ie Sight of your Charms, 


you do not admit me, 
Tour Favour to enjoy. 


inging in her A | 
The B — then reply'd; . 
iv favour, kind Sir, 

Wall neyer be deny'd. 
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The Devil's head Proctor; 


Pockets being lin'd well, 


ind Inclinations much bent, 
After a thing call'd a Whore- 


ere immediately I eſpy'd, 


oſe Phiz was moſt charming, 
And as demure as a Saint; 


Have ſo wounded my Breaſt. 


ut I am downright in Love, 
And my Life ſhall Deſtroy ; , 


P.'s; 
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Will you pleaſe to walk up, 
Or be private below ; 
Here Boy, with a Bed in't, 
The Gentleman ſhow. 


Then backwards we went, 
To a Cavern behind ; 
But ſuch an intricate Place, 


The Devil could nor find. 


Where Wine being brought, 
And the Fellow withdrawn; 
I careſt her with Love, 
She made a return, 


No Pigs in a Stye, 
Or Goats in bad Weather ; 
E'er nuſsl'd fo cloſe, 


Or more Amorous together. 


We Kiſs'd and we bill'd, 
We tickled and toy'd; 

And more than once, 
Our ſelves we Enjoy'd. 


But the Reckoning grew high, 


Which would make my Pocket low; 


So how for to Bilk 'em, 
I did not well know. 


But at Jaſt by a Stratagem, 
Pretending to rally; 


While ſhe went for more Wins, 


I whip'd into an Ally. 


And was ſo dexterous nimble, 
They could not purſue; 

So got rid of my Miſtreſs, 
And D-— Reckoning too. 


Reco 


Pri rs to Purge Melanc hoh). 


Mecovering the Fields, 

I vas void of all Fear; 
And the next 9 to Bedlam, 
My Courſe I did ſteer, 


5 
here was ſuch amphibious Crowds, 
I ne'er law before; 
Harlots for the Water, 
As well as the Shore. 
Put one above the reſt, 

So wondrous Trim; | 
{ou would ſware ſhe was a Hick, 
And no common Britt. 


ccoſted me preſently, 

And call'd me her Love; 
But I ſoon did diſmiſs her, 
With a Kick and a Shove; 


For the Jade was ſo homely, 

The D would not touch herz. 
Wit only for a Dray-man, 
Or White-Chappel Butcher, 


jut had not walk'd long, 
Before a rare one I eſpy d; 

bright as a Goddeſs, 

And adorn'd like a Bride. 


With a rich Furbelow Scarf, 
Worth at leaſt Forty Shilling; 
And when I ask'd her a Queſtion;. 
Was extraordinary willing. 
o to the Tavern we went, 

A Curſe on the Place ; 
Fr her Love was ſo hot, 
It ſoon fir d my A 


| * 
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Where afeve « Fleck, 5 

ich I ſwore ſhe ſhould pay; 

We took both our leaves, — 
And went ſtrait away. 


The Plague of my Sins, 
Made me damnable ſore; 
That my Wife ſoon concluded, 
I'd been with a W ; 


She ſcolded ſo loud, 
And continu'd her Clamour ; 


I could not forbear, 
But to C her and D her. 


We made ſuch a Noiſe, 
And con — - ed a Racket; 
My Landlady knew, 
d been ſearching the Placket, 


And being good natur'd, 
To make up the Matter; 
Came down in her Smock, 
With Fery her Daughter. 


Ah! Tenant (quoth She,) 
Let this fault be remitted ; 

If he'll beg but your Pardon, 
He ſball be accquitted. 


For to * by the by. 
And I'm ſure 'tis fact; 

You and I have been guilty, 
Of many ſuch Act. 
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An IRISH Mooing. 


4 — 
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Ermot lov'd Sheela well and ſtrove her Heart to gain, 
No mortal Tongue can tell Permet's great Pain; 
ind ſtill he cry'd Sheela gra, Sheela joy, Sheela joy, 
Still he cry'd Sheela joy, wilt thou be mine. 


have Six Sheep my Joy, Ten Goats and Twenty Swine, 
All dees I'll give to dee if doul't be mine; 

And ſtill he cry'd Sheela gra, Sheela joy, Sheela joy, 

Still he cry'd Sheela joy wilt thou be mine. 


have Potatoes, and good bonny Clabber too, | 
Ruſcan and Cream joy, wherewith you may ſlabber you 

Arra take me den, Sheela joy, Sheela joy, Sheela joy, 
Take me then, Sheela joy, and make me thine. 


Arta ſpeak to me, Sheela joy, what makes thy Mout fo, 
If you willbe wid me, ſqueeſe my great Thumb;dumbþ 
Arra ſqueeſe it dear Sheela joy, Shela joy, Sheela joy, | 
Squeeſe it hard Sheela gra, till the Blood come. * 
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A Warning to al Cusr ARD. Eaters, Nr! 


L ET Totnam Court and Mingtom 
And Padington allo ; 
Attend with Lamentation, 


Unto a Tale of Woe. 


Altho''tis ſtrange, 'tis true, no doubt, 
Of it you may be ſure; 
It is in the News- books put, 
There's nothing can be truer. 


Of ay ſeveral ſorts of Deaths, 
I oft have heard I wis; 

But ne'er knew any loſe his Life, 
By ſuch a Cauſe as this. 


At Newbury. that fatal place, 
Where many a Man was Muſter'd;, 
And loſt his Life, oh there it was, 

A Youth was ſlain with Cuſtard! 


In that ſame Myriſh bloody Fenn, 
As once it did appear; 

Ox Eſſex and his Cuſtard-Men 
Did choak the Cavalier, 


(Vh 


- W 


Th 


e 
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e liv'd this pretty dapper Yout 
Vho was of fiele — b. 
# was his Name in very truth, 
ind tender was his Nature. 


with a Boy a VVager laid, 

\ Cuſtard he would Eat; 

dre the Boy ſhould run ſo far, 
d back again retreat, 


e People all aſſembled were, 

To ſee this piece of VVit; 

ey were agreed, and ſtarted fair, 
This ran, the other bir. 


e nimble Lad did run and laugh 
ſo thro' the way he ſcowr'd ; 

ut he was coming back, e'er half 
The Cuſtard was devoured, 


e eating Champion ſeeing that, 
Much like Jack-puddings Baſtard; 
pt to'ther half into his Throat 
And choak'd himſelf with Cuſtard: 


is ſuffocating Cuſtard wrought, 
Within his guller ſo; 

hat on the Ground he tumbled down, 
Ah woful overthrow ! 


ons in. Cuſtard did him choak, 

And brought his Courage down ; | 

hen Death truck him 'twas thought be took, 
The Cream of all the Town. 


o 
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One ſpark of Fire conſumes a Houſe, 
Small Priſon makes one pant ; 

The Sword-fiſh mortifies the Whale, 
The Mouſe the Elephant. 


But never did I ſee that Throar, 
Under my Lord-Mayor's roof; 
Unleſs they brought it ſcalding hot, 

That was not Cuſtard — 


Let this a warning be to thoſe, 
That go to Mington; 

Cuſtard will kill, Experience ſhows, 
As ſoon as any Gun. 


Beware how you on Holidays, 
Abroad do feaſt your Wives; 
For they that feed on Cuſtard, go 

In danger of their Lives. 


The EPITAPH. 
To the Tune of, Turn again Whittington, Cc. 
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Ucder this Stone lies one, Who writ his Finis; WM ty 
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ard with a Trick of 's own, was kill'd wich Kindreß Th 
He 


He dy'd in ſuch a n r.0 Death can match „„ 


6 
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A Cuſtard was to him, . with 2 Hatchet; 


* B * 
c. 45 to loſe his Life in a lit—tle Milk-panz 


There is no Weapon like long Spoon and Cuſtard. | 
Woo- 


8 
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WOOBOURN Far. 
| AD1ratocus between DICK and DOLI 
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te, the Tenth Line of each Verſe r ts be (oft ont u tha 


Sermd tire of Singing vu 


He, 
) 


Jolly, 
& 


i's hom 


Since Hatve 
And Ral 


) LLY, come be Brisk and 


h and Me 


hs 
per 


and Drum; 


now at the Fait: 


With Pi 
Are frisking 


able Katy, Whoſe Faot's ſo pretty, 
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No, nor Suſan, with new Ruſſet Shoes on, 
ow Elen, with great Belly ſwelling, 


for Dancing with Dolly, compare, 
Zocks then prithee my ſweeteſt Dear. 


She. Fye Dick, you make meſo proud when youtell 
That none of our Laſſes excel me; 
Nay, Faith I can gueſs your Deſign too, 
With the Loſs of your own you'd have mine too, 
But I hope I ſhall mend the Caſe; 

For toying and coying, , 
Come ſhort of enjoying, 
And tho' I let Loobies, 

Oft finger my Bubbies : 

Who think when they Kiſs me, 

That they ſhall poſſeſs me, 

With ſlight Invitation, 2 
Fall to my Collation, 
Not a bit till the Prieſt has ſaid Grace. 
He. Could you'gueſs when firſt I Woo'd you, 
I thought of leſs, | 
I cloſe purſu'd you ; 
- - Abandon'd B“ — — * 
To gain dear Doly's good Will, 
My Endeavours to pleafe you ever, 
And to Marry ſweet Del of the Dairy, 
So by Kiſſing firſt nought will be miſſing, 
Granta Taſt till my Belly I fill, | 
That, Ods Bud wou'd do rarely well. : 

She. No, no, your cunning ſhall never deceiye me 
Should I let you, you'd preſently leave me; 
Tho' ſomething you now may be wanting, 
The 1 1 cloys with conſenting, 

And the Paſſion does ſoon decay; 
Tho' our Ears you wou'd ti 
We're falſe as you're fickle, 
And mind not your ſwearing. 

Falſe Oaths, and declaring ; - 
Your amorous Nonſenſe, 
Nor Love dated long ſince : 
; 54 by = — woe 

1 o xperience, _ 

There's few il they're Bound will Obey. 


I 


irrte Pwge Melanchoh. - 333 


The SEAFIGHT in 92. 
Set by My, AX EX o TD. 


ell 
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1 the Morn the Ides of Mey, 
Recorded for ever the famous Ninety 
Brave Ruſſel did diſcern by dawn of Day, 

The lofty Sails of Frauce advancing now : 
All Hands aloft, aloft, let Engliſh Valour ſhine, 
Let fly a Culverin, the Signal for the Line; 
Let every Hand ſupply his Gun, | 

Follow me, and you'll ſee, | 

That the Battle will be ſoon begun. 


Tewrville on the Main Triumphant rowl'd, ; 
To meet the gallant Raſſel in combate on the d 
He led the noble train of Heroes bold, 
To ſink the Engliſh Admiral at his Feet: 
Now every valiant mind to Victory doth aſpire, | 
The bloody Fight's begun, the Sea it ſelf on fu, 
And * * Fate ſtood 1 on, * 


Two 


Whilſt a Flood all of Blo 
Fill'd the Scup'r- holes of the Royal Sue. 


Sulphur, Smoak and Fire, diſturb'd the Air, 

ith Thunder and Wonder affright the Galici g- 

Their regulated bands ſtood trembling near, 

* To ſee the lofty Streamers now no more: 

At Six a Clock the Red, the ſmiling ViRors led, 

To give a ſecond blow, the fatal overthrow; 
ow Death and Horror equal reign, 

Now they cry, run or dye, 
Brittiſb Colours rid the vanquiſh'd Main, 


See they fly amaz'd through Rocks and Sands, 
One danger they graſp at to ſhun gon F 
In vain they cry for aid to weeping Lands, 

The Nymphs and Sea-Gods mourn their loſt eſt 
For evermore adieu thou Royal .dazling San, 
From thy untimely end thy Maſters Fate begun 
Enough thou mighty God of War, 4 
Now we Sing bleſs the King, 

Let us drink to every Engliſb Tarr; 
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TI mighty ate of Cuctoldors,by Matrimony thr; 
Ir is a never failing Portion, paid us by our Wiy 
It was of Old, 
. As we are told, 

The Charter of each Nation; 
Ia Paleſtine it did ſubdue, | 
” The Circumcis'd hard hearted Jew, 

And 'tis a Chriſtian Diſpenſation, 
(agre 


— jarring Kingdom of the World, in this one poi 
Thus Cuctoldom, may well be call'd th' united Provinc 
- -* Jt does ins. „ 
- -- With ample Creſt, i Vo 

Min—heer —van — pluchen — Hans ; 
CUCKOLDS are made Grandees of Spain, 
And ev'n in Italy they reign, 

And they are Alamode of France. 


The Perfian, Jew, Mahometan, the Proteſtant, and Rom 
Owe what they are to the Intrigues and Kindneſs of 
; What ſhe's beſtow'd, ( Won 
They count no load, 
Nor think their HORNS Oppreſſion; 
For ſure no Sot can be ſo blind, 
As to eſteem a Wife unkind, 
That largely adds to his Poſſeſſion, 


Vet ſome will call poor Cuctold: Beaſts, and range the 
(in three Claſſe 
The Coat-Cuckolds, the Ram-Cuckolds, and we all kno 
The Goats ne'er mind, (they're Aſſe 
Their Horns behind, - 
Large Creſt the Ram adorns ; 

Which on his Brow in Terror lies, 

Hanging in Judgment o'er his Eyes, 


And Aſſes take their Ears for HORNS. 
& 


POEM 


_ 
. 
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4 SONG. 


OO Cleonice thy Garlands tear, 
From off thy Widow'd Brow; 

id bind thy looſe diſhevel'd Hair, 

With Ewe and Cypreſs now : 


che Wd Since the Gods decreed his Years, 
laſſe Shou'd have ſo ſhort a Date; 

kno WF: thy. ſad Eyes, pay Seas of Tears, 
Aſſef As Tribute to his Fate. 


ie Trees a duller Green have worn, 
vince that dear Swain is gone; 

e tender Flocks their Paſture mourn, 
And bleat a ſadder Moan: 

de Birds that did frequent theſe Groves, 
To happy Manſions fly, ; | 
d all that once ſmil'd on our Loves, 
Now ſeem to bid me dye. 


MRror. w. Q 7 
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' A Son. Set by Mr. Leveridge, Sung 5 
Wilks in the Comedy call d the — 92 2 


ic 


|] it 


{| -+ 


h: 239 


— 


Pitts to Purge Melancho 


——— w——_ — — — — 
— — — — | = — — — —— 


8 iii — 


— — — — 


OME Fair one be kind, you never ſhall find, 
A Fellow ſo fit for a Lover; 
ome Fair one be kind, you never ſhall find, 
A Fellow ſo fir for a Lover: 
he World ſhall view my Paſſion for you, 
he World ſhall view my Paſſion for you, 
But never your Paſſion diſcover : 


he World view, my Paſſion for you, 
Q 2 The 
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The World ſhall view my Paſſion for you, 
But never your Paſſion diſcover. 
I ſtill will Complain of Frowns and Diſdaia, 
Tho' I revel thro' all your Charms; 
I ſtill will Complain of Frowns and Diſdain, 
Tho' I revel thro' all your Charms: 
The World ſhall declare, I dye with Deſpair, 
I die with Deſpair, I dic with Deſpair, 
When only I die in your Arms, 
When only I die in your Arms: 
J till will adore, Love more and more, 
But by Jove if you chance to prove Cruel, » 
T' get me a Miſs, that freely will Kiſs, 
I'll get me a Miſs, that freely will Kiſs, 
o' after I drink Water-gruel. 
Til get me, &c. 
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The NorTtrHamPron-Snikes Health. Set by 


EpwarD KEEN. 
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ERE's a Health to thoſe Men, 
That go with us again, 

To chuſe Knights that can afford, Sir; 
o ſerve without Penſion, 

r other P retenſion, 


But Juſt and Right is the Word, Sir, 


\s for thoſe that have Pay, 

e have nothing to ſay, 

Let the Soldier live by his Sword, Sir; 
e're for them that are known, 

lo have Lanss of their own, 


And Juſt and Right is the Word, Sir. 


hou'd we chuſe the Court Tools, 

10 will call us all Fools, 

Tho' a double Saint and a Lord, Sir; 
e are ſure we can truſt, 

o the Right and the Juſt, 

For Juſt and Right is the Word, Sir. 


zen take off your Glaſs fair, 

0 do otherwiſe here, 

Is unjuſt againſt Right, and abſurd, Sir; 
e that leaves but three drops, 

lll have them thrown in's Chops, 


For Juſt and Right is the Word, Sir. 


LY 


* 


2 
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PARE Mighty Love, O ſpare a Slave, 
That at thy Feet for Mercy lyes : 
What would = cruel Godhead have, 
See how he bleeds, ſee how he dyes : 
Upon a noble Conqueſt go, 
And for thy Glory and my Peace ; 


Ul 
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0 make the ſcornful Cz/is know, 
The Pains ſhe now regardleſs ſees. 
0 make, &C. 


Dye all thy Arrows in my Tears, 
And ſubtly poyſon ſo each Dart ; 

That ſpite of all thoſe Arms ſhe wears, 
The point at laſt may reach her Heart : 

Revenge, revenge the Wounds I bear, 
And make our Fortunes ſo agree, 

That I _ find that Cure from her, 
Which ſhe may need as much from me, 

That I may, &c. 


J ICRC IRC CCI CACACACNCI.CN 
The Maid of L Y N. 
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O * Brandon Heath, in ſight of Methwold Steeple, 
In Norfolk as I Rode ——_ | 

I met a Maiden with Apples laden, 

And thus, thus to her I urg'd my Song: 
Kiſs me ſaid I, She anſwer'd no, 
And ſtill ſhe cry'd I won't, I won't, I won't do fo; 
But when I did my Love begin, | 
Quoth ſhe good Sir; quoth ſhe good Sir, good Sir, I 

| | (live in 0 


Twas Summer ſeaſon then, and ſultry weather, 

Which put this fair Maid in a Sweat; 
Said I come hither, let us together, 

Go try to lay this ſcorching heat: 
But ſhe deny'd, the more I cry'd, 

And anſwer'd no, and ſeem'd to go; 
But when I did 'my Love begin, 

Quoth ſhe good Sir, I live in Hu. 

/ 

To Kiſs this Maiden, then was my intent, 

I felt her Hand, and ſnowy Breaſt ; 
With much perſwaſion, ſhe ſhew occaſion, 

That I was free to do the reſt : 
Then in we went and Six-pence ſpent, 

I cry'd my Dear, ſhe cry'd forbear ; 
But when I did my Love begin, 

Quoth ſhe good Sir, I live in Lyn. 


Three times I try'd to ſatisfie this Maiden, 
And ſhe perceiv'd her Lover's pain; 
Then I wou'd go, but ſhe cry'd no, 
And bid me try it o'er again: Ske 
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e cry'd-my Dear, I cry'd forbear, os 
Yet e'er we parted fain wou'd know; 

Vhere I might ſee this Maid again, | 28 
Quoth ſhe good Sir, I live in Lyz. 
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he Beauty, a S ONO made and Set to Muſick by 
GRORCOE KincsLey, Gent. 
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Laſs! my poor tender Heart muſt now ſurrender 

Since Love ſuch a train of Artillery brings; 
Such Graces and Glories attend my ſweet Chlors, 
As are able to conquer and captivate Kings: 
Each lovely Feature, of this pure Creature, 
Creates a Cruel, cruel, cruel, cruel ling'ring ſmart: 
Her bluſhing Noſe is as red as Roſe is, ; 
Its glowing, glowing, glowing, glowing heat infla 
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he Charms of her Eyes, what Tongue can tell, 
)f Which each Glance conveys a Spell; 
nd at diſtance they look like rwo — in a Well, 
ut oh! the Balſamick ſcent of her Toes, (Hey ho, 
And the Nectar that drops, drops, drops from her Noſe ; n 
nd a comfortable Gale from her Elbows : ny — 
| | ey ho, 
Ind ſtill Icry in vain, O Love, O Love, O Love, — 
Love, O Love, O Love, O Love, Love, Love, O Love, 
ome eaſe my Pain. d 


But her Heart alaſs is as hard as a Flint, 

et me dye if I think not the Devil is in't; 

or always upon me ſhe looketh a ſquint : Hey ho, 
et Nature at leaſt has ſerved her right, 

n taking all her Teeth out quite: 

hat tho' ſhe can Bark, ſhe cannot Bite, Hey ho, 
Ind indeed for this there was a juſt Cauſe, 

or according to Blind CD s Laws, 


oye ſhould have neither Fangs nor Claws, Hey ho. 
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Scotch Soxc, the Words by Ar. John Hallam, 
Set to Muſick by My. John Cotterel. 
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Lon the — of Love my Dear I come, 
No more I will depart from thee and Home; 
The dreadful noiſe of Battles now do ceaſe, 
Brave Wily is return'd with Joy and Peace: 

The Trumpet ſhrill no more ſhall ſound Alarms, 
And call thy Jockey out of thy ſoft Arms; 

In which I'll lig and ſleep both Day and Night, 
And Dream of nought but Pleaſures and Delight. 


Each bonny Lad ſhall with his loving Laſs, 
With Pipe and Tabor trip it on the Graſs ; 
With Chaplets gay my Jenn ſhall be crown'd, 
And with her loving Jockey Dance around : 
In Silks and Sattins then my only dear, 

The Blitheſt Laſs in Tweedale ſhall appear; 
Thou ſhalt enjoy what e'er thou doſt deſire, 
And in each other's Arms we will expire. 
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SoxG, Set and Sung by Mr. LeverTpos, at 
| the Theatre Royal, 


OOLISH Swain thy ſighs forbear, 
Nothing can her Paſſion move; 
lia with a careleſs Air, 
Laughs to hear the Tales of Loye * 
| Darts 
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Darts and Flames the Nymph deſies, 


Toys which other — ; 
Pleaſure ſparkles in her Eyes, 


Gay without an am'rous Smile, 


Celia like the feather'd Choir, 
Ever on the Wing for flight ; 
age from this to that deſire, 
lutt'ring ſtill in new delight : 


Pleas'd ſhe ſeems when you are by, 
And when abſent ſh 


es the ſame z 
Talks of Love like you or I, 
But beliey'ſt an empty Name. 


Always eaſy, never kind, 


When you think you have her ſure : 
Such a Temper you will find, 


Quick to wound, quick to wound, quick to woun 
but low to Cure. 
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4 SoNc, Set by Mr. Berenclow. 


I you don't ask her, ask her, the, fi] ack you. 
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AK E not * firſt Refuſal ill, : 
Tho' now ſhe won't, anon ſhe will, 
Tho now ſhe won t, anon ſhe will, 
Take not the firſt Refuſal ill ; 

She were not a Woman if ſhe knew, 
One Moment what the next ſhe'd do; 
She were not a Woman if ſhe knew, | 

One Moment, one Moment what the next the' d do: 
If you'll Wer atience ſhe'll be kind, kind, ſhe'll be kit 
To Day ne'er knew to morrow's Mind; . 

Wait "ill you find her in the cue, 


